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TO Tn 


Right Honourable 
70 HN Earl of MULGRAVE. 


Gentleman of His Majefty's Bed-Chamber, and Knight 
.of the Moſt Noble Order of the Garter. 


My LORD, | 
I'S a ſevere Reflexion which Montaign has made oz Princes, 
that we ought not, in reaſon, to have any expet#ations of Fa= 
vour from them ; and that *tis kindneſs enough, if they leave us 
in poſſeſſionof our own. The boldneſs of the Cenſure ſhews the 
free Spirit of the Author : And the Subjets of England may juſtly con- 
gratulate to themſelves, that both the Natare of our Government, and the 
Clemency of our King, ſecure us from any fuch complaint. I, in partica« 
lar, who ſubſiſt wholly by his Bounty, am oblig*d to give Poſterity 4 far 0- 
ther account of my Royal Maſter, than what Montaign has left of his. 
Thoſe Accuſations had been more reaſonable, if they had been plac'd on in- 
ferior Perſons. For in all Courts, there are too many who make it their 
buſineſs to ruin Wit, And Montaign, 72 other places, tells us, what 
= he found of their good Natures, He deſcribes them ſuch, whoſe Am- 
ition, Lui, or private Intereſt, ſeems to be the only end of their Creation. 
If Good accrue to any from them , "tis only in oraer to own their deſigns : 
conferrd moſt commonly on the baſe and infamous ; and never given, but 
only hapning ſometimes on well deſervers. Dulneſs has brought them to 
what they are : and Malice ſecures them in their Fortunes. But ſomewhat 
of ſpecions they muſt have, to recommend themſelves to Princes, (for Fol- 
1; will not eaſily go down in its own natural Form with giſcerning Judges,) 
' And ailigence in waiting is their gilding of the Pill ; for that looks like 
Love, though *tis only Intereſt, *Tis that which gains *em thetr aavan- 
rage over witty Men; whoſe Love of Liberty and Eaſe, mates them willing 
z00 often to diſcharge their burden of Attendance on theſe O;jictous Gentle= 
men. *Tis true , that the Nauſeouſneſs of ſuch Company is enough to 
diſguſt « reaſonable Main; When he fees he can hardly approach Greatneſs, 
but as a Moated Caſtle, he muſt firſt paſs through the Mud ana Filth with 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


which it is encompaſs*d. Theſe are they, who, wanting Wit, affef# Gra- 
wity, and go by the name of Solid Men : and a Solid Man is, in plain Eng. 
liſh, a Solid, Solemn Fool. Another Diſguiſe they have, (for Fools, is 
well as Kpaaves, take other Names, and paſs by|an Alias) and that is the 
Title of honeit Fellows. But this honety. of | theirs ought to have many 
Grains for its allowance , for certainly they are no farther honeit than the 
are ſilly: They are naturally miſchievous to their power ; and if they ſpeak 
not maticiouſly, or ſharply, of witty Men, '"tts only becauſe God has not bee 
ftow'd oa them the Gift of Utterance. They fawn ang crouch to Men of 
parts, whom they cannot ruine : quote thetr Wit when they are preſent, 
and when they are abſent ſteal their Jeſt: But to thoſe who are under "em, 
and whom they can cruſþ with eaſe, they ſhew themſelves in their natural 
Antipathy ; there they treat Wit like the common Enemy, and give it ng 
more Quarter, than a Dutch-Man woald to an Engliſh Veſſel iz the Tn. 
dies ; they ftrike Sail where they know they ſhall be Maitera, and Murder 
where they ca with ſafety. | 
This, my Lord, is the Character of a Courtier without Wit ; an; 
therefore that which is a Satyr to other Men, muſt be a Panegyrick to your 
Lordſhip, who are a Maſter of it. If the leaſt of theſe Reflexions could 
have reach*d your Perſon, no neceſſity of mine could have made me to have 
fought ſo earneſtly, and ſo long to have cultivated your kindneſs, As a 
Poet, I cannot but have made ſome Obſervatious on Mankind : The low- 
neſs of my Fortune has not yet brought me 10 flatter Vice ; aud"tis my Du+ 
ty to give Teitimony to Virtue. *Tis true, your Loraſhip is not of that 
Nature, which either ſeeks a Commendation, or want it, Tour Mind has 
always been above the wretcbed affettation of Popularity. A popular Man 
ts, in Truth, no better than a Profitute to common Fame , aud :o the 
People, Helies down to every one he meets, for the hire of Praiſe ; and 
his Humility is only a diſguis'd Ambition. Even Cicero himſelf, whoſe 
Eloquence dejerwd the admiration of Mankind ; yet by his inſatiable thiri 
of Fame, he has leſſewd his Charatter with ſucteeding Ages : His Attion 
again Catiline may be ſaid to have ruind the Conſul, when it ſav'd the 
City; for it [o-ſwel”d his Soul, which was not truly Great, that ever af- 
terwards it was apt to be over-ſet with Vanity. * And this made his Virtu- 
ſs ſaſpeted bz his Friezds, that Brutus, whom of all Men he adord; re- 
fad him aplacein his Conſpiracy. A Modern Wit has made this Obſer- 
vation 03 him, That covetins to recomweni himſelf to Poiterity, he 
begydit, as gn Almns of all his Friends, the Fliftorians, to remember bis 
Coonfulſvip : And obſerve, if you pleaſe, the addneſs of the event ; and 
their H:itories are loft, and the vanity of his Requ#it fands yet recorded 
*n is ov Writings, How much more great and Manly in your 


Lordſhip, 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
Lordſhip, is your contempt of popular Applauſe, and your retir*d Virtue, 
which ſhines only to a few ;, with whom you live ſo eaſily aud freely, that 
you make it evident, you have a Sonl which is capable of all ths tenderneſs 
of Friendſhip ;, and that you only retire your ſelf from thoſe, who are not 
capable of returning it. Tour kinaneſs, where you have once plac'd it, is 
Tavialable : And tis to that only T attribute my Happineſs in your Love. 
This makes me more eel forſake an Argument, on mhiah I could other- 
wiſe delight to dwell : 1 mean, your Juagment in your choice of Friends ; 
becauſe I have the honour tobe one, After which, I am ſure you will more 
eaſily permit me to be ſilent, in the care you have taken of my Fortune ; 


which you have reſcuwd, not only from the power of others, but from my 


worſt of Enemies, my own Moaeſty and Lazineſs, Which Favear, had is 

been employ'd on a more deſerving Subject, had been an effect of Juitice ins 
your Nature ;, but, as plac*:onme is only Charity, Tet, witha!, ?trs 
conferr*d on ſuch a Man. as prefers your kinaneſs it ſelf, before ary of its 
Conſequences ; and who values, as the greateſt of your. Fayorrs, thoſe of 
your Love,and of your Converſation. From this conftancy to your Friends, 
I might reaſonably aſſume, that ypur Reſentments would be as ſlrong ax 
laſting, if they were not reſtrain'd by a Nobler Prinziple of good Nature 
and Generoſity. For certainly tis the ſame compoſition of Mind, the fame 
Reſolution and Courage, which makes the greateſt Friendſhips, and the 
greateſt Enmities. And he who ts too lightly recouciPd, after high Pro- 
vocations, may recommend himſelf to the World for a Chriſtian, but 1 
ſhould hardly truſt him for a Friend, The Italians have a Provert” to 


that purpoſe, To forgive the firſt time, ſhews me a good Catholick, - 


the Second time a Fool. To this firmneſs in all your Aftions (thouzh 
ou are wanting in 20 other Ornaments of Mind.and Body, yet to this) 7 
principally aſcribe the Iatereſt your Merits have acquir'd you in the Royal! 
Family. A Prince, who is conflant to himſelf, and ſteady in all his un« 
dertakings one with whom that Charatter of Horace will agree. 


$i fractus 11labatur orbis, 
Impavidum ferient ruinz. 


Sach an one cannot but place an eſteem, and repoſe a confilence on him, 
whom no Adverſity, no change of Courts, no Bribery of Intereſt, or, Ca- 


bals of Fations, or Advantages of Fortune, can remove from the ſolid 
foundations of Honour and Fidelity. , 


Hle meos, primus qui me ſbi junxit, amores 
Abſtulir ; ille habeat ſecum, ſervetque ſepulcro. 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
How we!l your Lordſhip will deſerve that praiſe, T need 0 inſpiration to 
* foretel. Tou have already left no room for Propheſie : your early undert a. 
tings have been ſuch, in the Service of your King and Country, when you 
ofter'd jour ſelf to the moſt dangerous employment, | that of the Sea ; when 
yzn choſe to abandon thoſe Delights, to which your Toath and Fortune did 
rmvite you, 10 undergo the hazards, and, which was worſe, the Company 
of common Seamen, that you have made it eviaent, you will refſe no op- 
portunity of rendring your ſelf uſeful to the Nation, when either your Cou- 
rage or Conduct ſhall be Requird. The ſame Zgal and Faithfulneſs con- 
trunes ta jour Bloud, which animated one of your Noble Anceſtors to Sa- 
erifice his Life in the Quarrel of his Sovereign: though , I hope both for 
$2ar {ale and for the publick Tranquility, the ſame| occaſion will never be of< 
fer to your Lordſhip, and that a better Deſtiny will attend you. But I 
make haſte to-conſider you as abſiratted from a Court , which (if you will 
give me leave to uſe a Term of Logick) ts only an| Aajuntt, net a propriety 
of Happraeſs. The Academicks, I confeſs, were willing to admit the Goods 
of Fortune into their Notion of Felicity ; but I to not remember, that any 
of the Sects of old Philoſophers did ever leave a rgom for Greatneſs, Net- 
ther as I formi?d to praiſe a Court, who admire and covet nothing, but the 
ealineſs and quiet of retirement. 1 naturally withdraw my Sight from a 
Precipice ; and admit the Proſpect be never (0|large and goodly, can take 
no Pleaſure, evenin looking on the downfal, thongh I am ſecure from the 
danger. Methinks there's ſomething of a malignant Joy in that excellent 
Deſcription of Lucretius. 


Suave mari magno turbantibus zquora vents 

E terri magnum alterius ſpeCctare ſaborem ; 
Non quia vexari quenquam eft jucunda voluptas, 
Sed quibus ipſe malis careas, quia cernere ſuave elt. 


7 am fare his Muter Epicurus, and my bettexy Maſter Cowley, preferr'a 
ihe ſolitade of a Garden, and the converſation of a Friend to any conſide- 
ration, ſo much as a regard, of thoſe unhappy People , whom in our own 
wroz2, we call the Great, True Greatneſs, if it be any where on Earth, 
7s in a private Virtue; remov'd from the Notion of Pomp and Vanity, con- 
Fd 10 4 contemplation of it ſelf, and centripg on tt ſelf : 


Omnis enim per ſe Divum hatura, neceſle eſt 
Immortali zvo ſumma cum pace fruatur ; 
---.-.Curi ſemota, metuque | 

Ipſa ſuis pollens gpibus- -- | 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Tf this be not Life of a Deity, becauſe it cannot confift with Providence ; 
Yes at leaf a Goad-like Life : IT can be contented, ( and I am ſare I have 
your Loraſhip of my Opinion) with an hambler ſtation in the Temple of Vir- 
Tue, than to be ſet 01 the Pinacle of it. : 


Deſpicere unde queas alios, paſſimque videre 
Errare, atque viam palantis quzrere vitz. 


The Truth is, the confider ation of ſo vain a Creature as Man, +*s not worth 
our pains, I have Fool enough at home without looking for it abroad : and 
am 4 [ufficient Theatre to my ſelf of ridiculous Aﬀtions , without expetting 
Company,, either in a Court, a Town, or Play- Houſe. *Tis on this ac- 
count that |. am weary with drawing the deformities of Life, and Lazars 
of the People, where every Figure of imperfettion more reſembles me than 
Zt can do others. If I muſt be condemn'd to Rhime, T ſhould find ſome eaſe 
in my change of puniſhment. T deſire to- be no longer the Siſyphus of the 
Stage ; to row! up a Stone with endleſs Labour ( which to follow the Pro- 
verb, Gathers no Moſs) and which is perpetually falling down again, 1 
never thought my ſelf very fit for an Imployment, where many of my Preae- 
ceſſors have excelld me in all kinds; and ſome of my Contemporaries, e- 
wen in my own partial Judgment, have out-done me in Comedy. Some 
little hopes T have yet remaining, and thoſe too, conſidering my Abilities, 
2149 be vain, that Imay make the World ſome part of amends, for many ill 


Plays, by an arwt'I 8 Poem. Tour Loraſpip has been long acquainted with: 


»y Deſign ? the ſubject of which you know is great, the Story Engliſh, aud 
neither too far diſtant from the preſent Age, nor too near approaching tit, 
Sach it is my Opinion, that I could not have wiſh*d a nobler occaſioz to ao 
- honour by it to my Kjng,. and Country, and my Friends; moſt of our 
ancient Nobility being concernd in the Aion, And your Loraſhip has 
one particular Reaſon to promote this undertaking, becaule you were the 
firſt who gave me the opportunity of diſcourſing it to His Majeſty, and bis 
Royal Highneſs : They were then pleasgd, both to commend the Deſign, 
aud to encourage it by their Commands. But the unſetledneſs of my con» 
dition has hitherto put a ſtop to my Thoughts concerning it. As I am no 
SuccejJor to Homer in his Wit, ſo neither do I aefire to be in his Poverty. 
T can make no Rhapſodies, nor go a begging at the Grzcian Doors, white 
T ſing the praiſes of their Anceſtors. The times of Virgil pleaſe me better, 
becauſe he had an Auguſtus for his Patron. . And 10 draw the Allegory 
wearer you, 1am ſure I ſball not want « Mecznas with him, *Tis for 
your Lordſhip to ſtir up that remembrance in His Majeſty, which his ma- 
ty avacations of bujineli have causd him, T fear, to lay aſiae. wy”. ( a 
| | varp[e 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
bimpelf and his Royal Brother are the Heroes of the Poem) to repreſent to 
ther the Images of their Warlike Predeceſſors, as Achilles 7s ſaid to be 
ro2sd to Glory, with the ſight of the Combat before the Ships. For my 
own part, 1 am ſatisfy'd to have offer'd the Deſign ; and it may be to the 
aavantage of my Reputation to have it refus'a me. 

In the mean time, my Lord, I take the confidence to preſent yeu with 
Tragedy ; the Charafers of which ar® the neareſt| to thoſe of an Heroic: 
Poem. *I was Dedicated to you in my Heart, before 'twas preſented on the 
Stage, Some things in it have paſs'd your approbation, and many your 
amendment. Touwere likewiſe plea&d to recommend it to the King's per- 
uſal, before the laſt hand was added toit, when Ireceiv'd the Favour from 
hin, to have the moſt conſiderable event of it mogelPd by his Royal Plea. 
ſure. It may be ſome vanity in me to aad his Teſtimony then, and which 
he eracicuſly confirm'd afterwards, that it was the beſt of all my Tragedies ; 
in which be has made Authentick my private Opinion of it ? at lea#t, he 
has given it a value by his commendation, nhich it had not by my Writing, 

7 hat which was not pleaſing to ſome of the fair Laates in the laſt At of 


it, as 1 dare not vindicate, ſo neither can I whiliy cn 3, til T find 
more reaſon for their Cenſures. The procedure of inc. (112 and Mele- 
finda, ſeems yet, in my Judament, natural, and|\wot anb.. 2 of their 


Charatters, If they who arraign them fail not more, the 5 (+/4 5, re 
wer blame their Conduit; And I ſhall be glad, for the h5:::.y of my 
Country, to find better» Images of Virtue arawn to the Life in th: ir 6. havis 
oar, than any I could feign to adorn the Theatre. IT confeſs, 7 wave only 
repreſented a praiticable Virtue, mix'd with the frailties and tmperfettions 
of Human Life, T have made my Heroine fearful of death, which neither 
Caſſandra or Cleopatra would have been ; and they themſelves, T doubt 
it mot, would have ont-done Romance in that- particular. Tet their Man- 
cana (and the Cyrus was written by a Lady) mas not altogether ſo hard 
hearted : for ſhe ſat down 0% the cold ground by the King of Aſlyria , and 
#0: caly pityd him, who dyd in her defence ; |but allow'd him ſome Fa- 
w0urs, ſuch, perhaps, as they would think, ſhoul only be permitted to her 
Cyrus. [ have mai: my Melefinda, 2 oppoſition to Nourmahal, #« 
Woman Paſſionately Loving of her Husband, Patient of Injuries ana 
Contempt, and conſtant in her kindneſs to the laſt, and in that, perhaps, 
1 may have err a, becauſe it is not a Virtue much in uſe, Rhoſe Indian 
Wives are Loving Fool, and may ao well to keep themſelves in their own 
Country, or, at leaſt, to keep Company with the Arria's and Portia's of 
Oz Rome : Some of our Ladies know better things. But, it may be, 1 
am partial to my own Writings ; yet I have Labpur*d as much as any Man, 
ro aiveſs ray ſelf of the Self-Opinion of an Author ; and am too well oy 
| | J 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
fd of my own weakneſs, to be pleasd with any —_ I have written ; But 
on the other ſide, my Reaſon tells me, that, in = ability, what T have Se« 
riouſly andglong Conſider d, may be as likely to be juſt and natural, as what 
an Orainary Judge ( if there be any ſuch amongit thoſe Ladies) will 


think fit, in a tranſient Preſentation, to be placd in the room of that. 


which they Condemn. The mo#t judicious Writer is ſometimes miftaken, 
after all his care : but the haity Critick who judges on a view, is full as lia- 
ble to be deceiv/d. Let him firſt conſider all the == which the 


- Author haa, to.write this, or to defizn the other, before he arraigns him 


of a fault : and then, perhaps, on ſecond Thoughts, he will find his Rea- 
on oblige him to revoke his Cenſure. Tet, y all, I will not be too po- 


fitive, Homo ſum, humani a me nihil alitenum puto. As gm 4 


Man, T muſt be changeable: and ſometimes the graveſt of us all are ſo, 


even upon ridiculous accidents, Our Minds are perpetually wrought on by 


Temper aments of our Bodies : which makes me ſuſpect, they are nearer Al- 
lya, than either our Philoſophers or School Divines will allow them to be. 
I have obſerwd, ſays Montaign, that when the Body is out of Order, its 
Compazion is ſeldom at his eaſe. An ill Dream, or a Cloudy Day, has 
power to change this wretchedCreature,who is ſo proud of a reaſonable Soul, 
and make him think what he thought not Teſterday, And Homer was of this 
Opinion, as Cicero is pleas'd to Tranſlate him for as : 


Tales ſunt hominum mentes quali pater ipſe. 
Jupiter, auQifera luſtravit lampade terras. 


Or as the ſame Author in his Thuſcaline Queſtions, ſpeaks with more Mo- 
deſty thaw uſual of himſelf : Nos in diem vivimus ; quod cunque 
animos noſtros probabilitate percuſlit, id dicimus. Tis not therefore 
zmpoſſible, but that 1 may alter the conclufion of my Play, to reſtore my ſelf 
into the good Graces of my fair Criticks. And your Lordſhip, who is [0 
well with them, may do me the Office of @ Friend and Patron, to intercede 
with them on my promiſe of amenament. The impotent Lover in 
Petronius, though his was a very unpardonable Crime, yet was receiv'd to 
Mercy on the Terms I offer. Summa excuſationis mexz hac eſt : 
placebo tibi, fi culpam emendare permiſeris. 

But 1 am conſcious to my ſelf of offering at a greater boldneſs in preſent- 
ing to your view what my meanneſs can produce, than in any other error of 


my Play. And therefore make haſte to break off this tedious Adareſs which 


has, I know not how, already run it ſelf into ſo much of Pedantry, with an 
excuſe of Tully*s, which he ſent with his Books De Finibus, to his Friend 
Brutus, De ipſis rebus autem, {xpenumero Brute vereor ne repre-- 
bendar, cum hac ad te ſcribem, _= tum in Poeſt.) 1 change it rw 
| t 


The Epiſtle Dedicatpry: 

Philoſophiz) tum in optimo genere Poeſeos taritum procefſeris. Quod 
fi facerem quaſi te eruidens, jure reprehenderer. Sed ab eo pluri- 
mum abſum : nec, ut ea cognoſcas-quz tibi notiſſima ſunt ad te 
mitto : ſed quia facillime in nomine tuo acquieſco, & quia te habeo 4 
zquiſſimum eorum ſtudiorum quz mihi communia recum ſunt eſti E 
matorem & judicem. hich you may pleaſe, my Lora, to apply to your F 
ſelf, from him, who ts, | FP 


Your Lordſhips | * 


Moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant; 


| Fohn Dryaen, 


a 


. 
. 


LOGUE. 


UV R Author by experience finds it true, 
'Trs much more bard to pleaſe himſelf, than you : 
And out of no feign'd Modeſty, this day, 
Damns his L.oborious Trifle of a Play: 
Not that its worſe tyan what before he writ, 
But he has nom anotlcr taſte of Wit ; | 
And totonfeſs a Truth, (thougb out of-time) 
Grows weary of his long-lov'd Miſtriſs, Rhyme. 
Paſſions too firtce to be in Fetters bound, 
And Nature fries ki; like Enchanted Ground. 
What Verſe can do, be has perform'd 1n this, 
Pte be preſumes the moſt corred of his, 
PU ſpite of all bis Pride a ſecret Shame, 
Invades bis Breaſt at Shakeſpear's Sacred Name © 
Awd when he hears bis God-like Romans Rage, 
Fe, in a juſt deſpair, would quit the Stage, 
And to an Ape leſs poliſh'd, more unshill d, 
Does, with diſdain the foremoſt Honours yield, 
As with the greater Dead be dares not ſtrive, 
He would not match his Verſe with thoſe who live : 
Let bim retire, betwixt two Ages caſt, 
The Firſt of this, and bindmoſt of the Laſt. 
A loſing Gameſter, let him ſneak away ;; 
He bears no ready Money from the Play. 
The Fate which Governs Poets, thought it fit, 
He ſhould not yaiſe his Fortunes by bis Wit. 
T be Clergy thrive, and the litigious Bar ; 
Dull Heroes fatten with the ſpoils of War ; 
All Southern Vices, Heav'n beprais'd, are here 
But Wit's a Luxury you think too dear. 
When you to cultivate the Plant are loth, 
*Tis a ſhrew'd ſign *twas never of your growth, : 
And Wit in Northern Climates will not blow, 
Except, like Orange-Trees *tis Hous'd from SH0w. 
There needs no cave to pitt a Play- Houſe down, 


*T is #he moſt deſart place of all the Town, 

We and our Neighbours, to ſpeakproudly, are 
Like Monarchs, ruin'd with expenſive War. + 
While, like wiſe Engliſh, unconcernd, you ſit, 
And ſee us play the Tragedy of Wit, 
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Dramatis Perſon. 


H E Old Emperour. 
Aurenge-Zebe his Son. 

Morat, his Younger Son. 
Arimant, Governour of Agra. 
Dranet. 
Solyman. 
Mir Baba. 
 Abas, _- 
Aſaph Chan. 
Fazel Chan. | 
Nourmahal, the Empreſs. 
Indamora, a Captive Queen. 
Melefinda, Wife to Morat. 


By 


Mr. Mohun. 

Mr. Hart. 

Mr. Kynaſton. 

Mr. Winter/hai, 
? 


Indian Lords,or 
tOmrabs of ſeve- 
| ral Fa&ions. 


J 
Mrs. Mar/hal, 
Mrs. Coz. 
Mrs. Corbet. 


Zayda, Favorite Slave to the Empreſs. Mrs. Uphyl, 


SCENE Agra, in the Year 1660. 
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Arimant, Aſaph Chan, Fazel Chan. 


Arim, * Eavin ſeems the Empire of the Eaſt to lay- 
On the-ſucceſs of this important Day : 
Their Arms are to the laſt deciſion bent, 
And Fortune labours with the vaſt event :- 
She now has in her hand the greateſt ſtake, 
Which for contending Monarchs ſhe can make 
Whate'er can urge ambitious Youth to Fight, 
| She pompouſly diſplays before their ſight : 
Laws, Empire, all permitted to the Sword, 
And Fate could neer an ample Scene afford. 
Aſaph. Four ſeveral Armies to the Field are led, 
Which, high in equal Hopes, four Princes Head - 
Indus and Ganges, our wide Empires Bounds, 
Swell'd their dy'd Currents with their Natives wounds : 
Each purple River winding, as he runs,. 
His bloody Arms about his ſlaughter'd Sons. 
by Fazel. I well remember you toretold the Storm, 
RY When firſt the Brothers did their Factions form : 
F: When each, by curs'd Cabals of Women, ſtrove 
[2 To draw tl indulgent King to partial Love. 
E Arim, What Heay'n decrees, no Prudence can prevent: 
: To cure their mad Ambition, they were ſent 
| To Rule adiſtant Provine each alone. 
What could a careful Father more have done !? 
He made proviſion againſt all, but Fate ; 
While, by his Health, we held our Peace of State, 
The weight of Seventy Winters preſt hm down,- 
He bent beneath the burthen of a Crown :; 
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2 AURENGEZEBE: Or, 
Sickneſs, at. laſt, did his ſpent Body ſeize, 

And Life almoſt ſunk under the Diſeaſe; 

Mortal "twas thought, at.leaft by them deſir'd, 

Who, impiouſly, into his years enquir'd : - 

As at a Signal, ſtraight the Sons prepare 

For open Force, and ruſh to ſudden War : 

Meeting, like Winds broke looſe upon the Main, 

To prove, by Arms, whoſe Fate'it was to Reigh, 

Aſap. Rebels and Parricides !/ 
Arim, Brand not their Actions with ſo foul a| namne : 

Pity, at leaſt, what we are forc'd to blame, - 

When Death's cold hand has clos'd the Father's Eye, 
You know the younger Sons are doom'd to die. 

Leſs Is are choſe greater to avoid, 

And Nature's Laws are by the States deſtroy'd. 

What Courage tamely could to Death conſent, 

And not, by ſtriking firſt, the blow prevent £ 

Who falls in Fight, cannot himſelf accuie, 

And hedies greatly, whoa Crown purſues. 


| To them, Solyman Agah,. 
Solym. A new Expreſs all 4gra does aftright : 
Dara and Aurenge-Zebe are joyn'd in Fight, 
The preſs of People thickens to the Court, 
Tly impatient crowd devouring the report. 
Arim. T* each changing news they chang'd affections bring, 
And ſervilely from Fate expect a King. F | 
Solym. The Miniſtersof State, who gave us Law, 
In corners, with ſeleQed Friends, withdraw : 
There, in dezf murmurs, ſolemnly are wiſe ; 
Whisp'ring like Winds, e'er Huricanes ariſe. 
The mo#t corrupt are moſt obſeqnious grown, 
And thoſe they ſcorn'd, officioully they own. 
Aſaph. ln change of Government, 
The Radble rule their great Oppreſtors Fate : 
Do S::,ercign Juſtice, and revenge the State. 
Colym. The little Courtiers, who ne'er come to know 
"Che depth of Factions, as in Mazes go, 
Where Intreſt meet and croſs ſo oft, that they 
\Vith too much care are wilder'd in their way. 
Arim, What of the Emperor 2? | | 
Solym. Unmoy'd, and Þrave, he like higaſelf appears, 
ind, mcriting no il}, no danger fears : | 
et Mourns his former vigour loſt ſo far, 
o make him now SpeQator of a War : 
epining that he muſt preſerve his Crown 
7 any help, or Courage, but of aus avn : | = 


Y 
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_ The Great Mogul. © 


Wiſhes each Minute, he could unbeget 

Thoſe Rebel-Sons, who dare t uſurp his Seat : 97} 
To ſway his Empire with unequal skill, | | | {$431 
And mount a Throne, which none but he can fill, -3þY 


Arim. Oh ! had he ſtill that Character- maintain'd 
Of Valour, which in blooming Youth he gain'd, 
He promis?*d in his Eaſt a Glorious Race ; k 
Now ſunk from his Meridian, ſets apace. q 
But as the Sun, when he from Noon declines, 
JI And with abated heat, leſs fiercely ſhines, 
Y Seems to grow milder as he goes away, 
Pleaſing himſelf with the remains of Day : 
So he who, Ia his Youth, for Glory ſtrove, 


_ 


Would recompence his Age with Eaſe and Love. > I 
8 4/aph. The name ofFather hateful to him grows, EY 
I Which, for one Son, . produces him three Foes. 4,25 
wo Fazel. Darah, the Eldeſt bears a generous Mind ; | » > LY 
ZFY But to implacable Revenge inclin'd. J «i 
F Too openlydoes Love Hatred ſhow : F a 
8 A bounteous Maſter, but a deadly Foe. We. 
#4 Solym, From S4jah's Valour I ſhould much expect; | : BY 
2 Buthe's a Bigot of the Per/zan Sect : | 41M 
"Y And, by Foreign Iotreſt ſeeks to Reign, 1 
= Hopeleſs by Love the Scepter to obtain. - »- h | #9 
o Aſaph. Morat's too infolent, too much a Brave, | NY 
TJ His Courage to his Envy is a Slave. 1 
" What he attempts, if his endeavours fail — b 
+ Tafea, he is reſolv'd no other ſhall. - «+ I? 4 
by Arim, But Aurenge-Zebe, by no itrong paſſion ſway'd, " 
*Y Except his Love, more temp*rate is, and weigltd ©. "ol 
"Y This 4tlas muſt our ſinking State uphold ; (98 
*F 11 Council cool, but in performanee bold : 0G 
BF He ſums their Virtues in himſelf alone, - * | | «> bl | 
" And adds the greateſt, of a Loyal Son : + ol _” 
"Y His Father's Cauſe upon his Sword he wears, - "> 0M 
F And with his Arms, we hope, his Fortune bears. Zh + 4.6 
'7 Solym. Two vaſt Rewards may well his Courage move, | * 25h 

A Parent's Bleſſing, and a Miſtreſs Love. mY 
'F [f he ſucceed, his recompence, we hear 7 
'F uſt be the Captive Queen of Cafſtmey oy 
9 | To them, A Es. 

Abas. Miſchiefs on. miſchiefs, greater Till, and more : | '; af 
The Neighb'ring Plain with Armsis cover'd o'er : i 


The Vale an Iron Harveſt ſeems to yield 
Of thick ſprung Lances ina waving Field. 
The poliſht Steel gleams terribly from far, 
Ard every moment nearer ſhews the War. 


The Horſes Neighing by the Wind is blown, 
And CaſtI'd Elephants o'er-look the Town. 
Arim, If, as 1 fear, 1orat theſe Pow'rs Commands, 
Our Empire on the brink of Ruin ſtands : 
Th' Ambitious Empreſs with her Son is joyn'd, 
And, in his Brother's abſence has deſign'd 
The unprovided Town to take with eaſe, 
And then, the Perſon of the King to ſeize. 
Solym, To all his former Iſſue ſhe has ſhown 
Long-Hate, and Labour'd to advance her own. 
Abas. Theſe Troops are his. 
Surat he took ; and thence, preventing Fame, 
By quick and painful Marches hither came, 
Since his approach, he to his Mother ſent, 
And two long hours in cloſe debate were ſpent, 
Arim. 1'fl to my Charge, the Cittadel repair, 
And ſhew my Duty by my timely Care, 


To them the Emperour with a Letter in his band : after bim an Ambaſſadour, 


with a Train following. 

Aſaph, But ſee, the Emperour ! a, fiery Red, 

His Brows and glowing Temples does o'er-ſpread, 
Aorat has ſome diſpleaſing Meſlage ſent. 

Amb. Do not, Great Sir, miſconſtrue his intent : 

Not call Rebellion what was prudent Care, 

To guard himſelf by neceſſary War : 

While he believ'd you living, he obey'd ; 

His Governments but as your Vice-Roy ſway'd': 
But, when he thought you gone, 

T* avgment the number ofthe Bleſs'd above, 

He deem'd *em Legacies of Royal Love - 

Nor arm'd his Brothers Portions to. invade, 

But to defend the Preſent you had"made. 

Emp. By frequent Meſſages, and ſtri& Commands, 
He knew my pleaſure to diſcharge this Bands: | 
Proof of my Life my Royal Signet made ; 

Yet ſtill he arnn'd, came on, and diſobey'd. 

Amb. He thought the Mandat forg'd, your Death conceaPd : 
And but delay'd, till Truth ſhould bereveal'd. 

Emp. News of my death from Rumor he receiv'd ; 
And what he wiſh'd, he eaſily beliey'd : 

But long demurr'd, though from my hand he knew 
I liv'd, fo loth he was to think it true, 
Since he pleads Ignorance to that Command, 
Now let him ſhew his Duty, and disband, | 
Amb. His Honour, Sir, will ſuffer in the Cauſe, 
He yields his Arms unjuſt if he withdraws : 
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And begs his Loyalty may be Declar'd, 
By owning thoſe he leads to be your Guard. 
Emp. 1, in my ſelf, have all the Guard 1 need ; 
Bid the preſymptious Boy draw off with ſpeed : 
If his audacious Troops one Hour remain, 
| My Cannon from the Fort ſhall ſcour the Plain. 
Amb. Since you deny him entrance, he demands 
His Wife, whom cruelly you hold in bands : 
Her, if unjuſtly you from him detain, 
He juſtly will by force of Arms regain. ; 
Emp. O'er him, and his, a right from Heaven I have : 
Subje&, and Son, he's doubly born my Slave. 
But whatſoe'er his own demerits are, 
Tell him, I ſhall not make on Women, War. 
And yet PIl do her Innocence the Grace, 
To keep her here, as in the ſafer place. | 
But, thou, who dar'ſt this bold defiance bring, 
May'ſt feel the rage of an offended King. 
Hence from my Sight, withont the leaſt reply : 
One word, nay, one look more, and thou ſhalt dye. 


LY =— 


: Re-enter Arimant, 


Arim. May Heav'n great Monarch, ſtill augment your bliſs 
With length of days , and every day like this. 
For, from the Banks of Gemna news is brought, 
Your Army has a bloudy Battel fought : 

Darah from Loyal Aurenge-Zebe is fled ; 
And Forty thouſand of his Men lie dead. - 
.To Sujah next your conqu”ring Army drew ; 
Him they ſurpriz'd, and eaſily o'erthrew, 

Emp. *Tis well. 

Arim, But well ! What more could at your wiſh be done, 
Than two ſuch Conqueſts gain'd by ſuch a Son ? 

Your Pardon, Mighty Sir ; 

You ſeem not high enovgh your Joys to Rate ; 

You ſtand indebted a vaſt Sum to Fate : 

And ſhould large Thanks for the great Bleſling pay, 
Emp. My Fortune owes me great every day. 

And, ſhould my Joy more high for this appear, 

It would have argu'd me before of fear. 

How is Heav'n kind, where I haye nothing won, 
And Fortune only pays me with my own ? 

Arjmn. Great Aurenge-Zebe did duteous Care exprelſs : 
And durſt not puſh too far his good ſucctls, 

But leſt 2orat the City ſhould attack, 
Commanded his Victorious —_ back ; 


« 


LExit Ambaſlador. 
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Which, left to March as ſwiftly as they may, ! 
Himſelf comes firſt, and will be here this day; | : 


| Before a cloſe form'd Siege ſhut up his way. 


Emp. Prevent his purpoſe, hence, hence with All thy ſpeed. 
Stop him ; his entrance to the Town forbid. 
Arim. How, Sir, your Loyal, your Victorious Son ? 
Emp. Hiry would I, more than all the Rebels ſhun. 
Arim, Whom with your pow'r and fortune, Sir, you truſt, 
Now to ſuſpect is vain, as 'tis unjuſt. | 
He comes not with a: Train to move your fear, | 
But truſts himſelf to be a Pris'ner here, | 
You knew him brave, you know him faithſul now : 
He aims at Fame, but Fame from ſerving you. 
'Tis ſaid, Ambition in his Breaſt does rage, 
Who would not be the Hero ofan Age? © | 
All grant him prudent : Prudence Intereſt weighs, 
And Intereſt bids him ſeek your Love and Praiſe. 
I know you grateful; when he March'd from hence, 
You bad him hope an ample recompence : | 
He conquer'd in that Hope, and from your hands, 
Hts Love, the precious pledge he left, demands, . 
Emp. No more; you ſearch too deep my wounded Mind :. 
And thew me what [ fear, and would not find, 
My Son has all the Debts of Duty paid : 
Our Prophet ſends him to my preſent aid. 
Such Virtue to diſtruſt were baſe and low : 
I'm not ungrateful or [ wasnot ſo !. 
Inquire no faxther, ſtop his coming on-: 
I will not, cannot, dare not {ce iny Son. - + 
Arim, *Tis now too late his entrance to prevent : 
Nor muit I to your Ruin give conſent. | 
At once your Peoples Heart and Son's you loſe : | 
And give him all, when you juſt things refuſe. | 
Emp. Thou loy*ſt me ſure ;. thy Faith has oft been try'd, 
In ten pitch'd Fields, not ſhrinking from my ſide, 
Yet giv'it me no advice to bring. me. eaſe. --. 


Arim. Can you be cur'd, and tell not your Diſeaſe ? 
I ask'd you, Sir. + 08 

Emy. —» Thou ſhouldſt have ask'd again: 
There hangs a ſecret ſhame on guilty Men. | 
Thou ſhould'ſt have pull'd the Secret from my Breaſt, 
Torn our the bearded Steel to give. me'Reſt : 
Ar leaſt, thon ſhou'dſit have gueſs'd — ber dio as 
Yet thou arthoneſt, thou conld'ſt ne'er have gueſs'd. 
Haſt thou been never baſe - Did Love n&%r bend 
Thy frailer Virtue, to betray thy Friend ? 

| 4-0 Flatter 
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Flatter me, make thy Court, and ay, it did: 
Kingsin a Crow'd would have their Vices hid. 
We would be kept in Count'nance, ſav'd from ſhame : 
And own'd by others who commir the ſame. 
Nay, now [ have confeſs'd = 
Thou ſeeſt me Naked, and without diſguiſe : 
1 look on Aureng-Zebe with Rivals Eyes. 
He has abroad my Enemies overcome, | yg 
And I have ſought to ruin him at home. 
Arim, This free Confeſſion ſhews you long did ſtrive ; 


w 


And Virtue, though oppreft, is {till alive. 
But what ſucceſs did your injuſtice find ? 

Emp. What'it deſerv'd, and rut what I deſign'd. 
Unmov'd ſhe ſtood, and deaf to all my Prayers, 

As Seas and Winds to linking Mariners. 
But Seas grow calm, and Winds are reconcil'd : 
Her Tyrant Beanty never grows more mild. 
Prayers, Promiſes, and Threats were all in vain, 

Arim, Then, cure your ſelf by generous Diſdain. 

Emp. Virtuz, Diſdain, Diſpair, I oft have try'd, 
And foil'd, have with New Arms my Foe defil'd ; 
This made me with ſo little joy to hear 
The Vifory, when I the Victor fear. 

Arim, Something you ſwiftly muſt reſolye to do, 
Leſt Aurenge-&ebe your ſecret Love ſhould know. 
Morat without does for your Ruin wait ; 

And would you loſe the Buckler of your State ? 
A jealous Empreſs lies within your Arms, 
Too haughty to endure neglected Charms, 
Your Son 1s duteous, but (as Man) he's frail : 
And juſt Revenge o'er Virtue may prevail. 
Emp. Go then to Indamora, ſay from me, 
Two Lives depend upon her Secreſie. 
Bid her conceal my Paſſion from my Son. 
Though Aurenge-Zebe return a Conqueror, 
Both he and ſhe are ſtill within my power. 
Say, I'm a Father, but a Lover too ; wG 
Much to my Son, more to my Self I owe. 4 
When ſhe receives him, to her words give Law: 
And even the kindneſs of her Glances awe. 
See, he appears ! ; - 
| [After .a ſhort Whiſper, Arimant departs. 


Enter Aurenge-Zebe, Dianet , and Attendants, Aurenge-Zebe kneels to his 
Father, and kiſſes bis Hand, 4 
Aur. My Vows have been ſucceſsful as my Sword : 
My Prayers are heard, you haye you _ reſtor'd, a 
- | 
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Once more *tis given me to behold your Face : 


The beſt of Kings and Fathers to embrace. 


” Pardon my Tears ; tis Joy which bids *em flow, 


A Joy which never was lincere till now. 
That which my Conqueſt gave, I could not prize ; 
Or *twas imperfect till I ſaw your Eyes. 

Emp, Turn the Diſcourſe : I have a reaſon wh id 
[ would not have you ſpeak ſo tenderly. 
Knew you what ſhame your kind Expreſſions bring, 
You would Ingity ſpare a wretched King. 

Aur, A King ! you rob me, Sir, of half my dut : 
You have a dearer Name, a Father too. 

Emp, I had that Name.” 

Aur, What have I ſaid or done, 
That I no longer muſt be calld your Son ? Þ 
*T1s in that Name, Heaven knows, I Glory more, 
Than that of Prince, or that of Conqueror. 

Emp. Then you upbraid me; I am pleag'd to ſee 
You're not ſo perfe&t, but can fail, like me, 
I havemo God to deal with, 

Aur, Now I find 
Some ſlie Court-Devil has ſeduc'd your Mind: 
Fill'd it with black ſuſpitions, not. your own : 


And all my Actions through falſe Opticks ſhown, 


I ne'er did Crowns ambitionſly regard : G 

Honour I ſought, the generaus Mind's reward. 

Long may you live ! while you the Scepter ſway, .. | BEA 

1 ſhail be ſtill moſt happy to obey. ; 
Emp, Oh Aureuge-Zebe | thy. Virtues ſhine too vi 

They flaſh too fierce : I, like the Bird of Night, | 

St.;t my dull Eyes, and ficken at the fi ght. 

Thou haſt deſerv'd more Love than I'can ſhow : 

But 'tis thy Fate to give, and mine to owe. 

Thou ſeeſt me much diſtemper'd i in my Mind : 

Pull'd back, and then puſh'd forward'to'be kind.” 

Virtne, and fain I wouw'd my filence a" 

But haye not yet this confidence to ſpeak, 

Leave me, and to thy needful Reſt repair, 
Aur, Reſt is not ſuiting with a Lover's Care, _ 

[ have not yet my Indamora ſeen. Ls going. 
Emp. Somewhat I had forgot : come back again: 


* So weary of a Father's Company !' 


Aur. Sir, you were pleas*d your ſelf to Lips me, - 
Emp. You made me no Relation of the Fight. | 

Beſides, a Rebels Army is 1n ſight. 1 

Adviſe me firſt ; yet go—_— | j 


He 
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The Great Mogul. 


He goes to Indamoya ; I ſhould take 

'A kind of envious Joy to keep him back. - 

Yet to detain him, makes my Love appear : | 

I hate his Preſence, and his Abſence fear, CExit, 
Aur. To ſome new Clime, or to thy Native Sky. 

O Friendleſs and forſaken Virtue fly, ' 

Thy Indian Air is deadly to thee grown - 

Deceit and canker'd Malice rule thy Throne. - 

Why did my Arms in Battel profp'rous prove, 

To gain the barren praiſe gf Filial Love ? 

The beſt of Kings by Women is miſ-led, 

Charm'd by the Witchcraft of a ſecond Bed. 

Againſt my ſelf I Vi&ories have won, 

And by my fatal abſence am undone.” 


To bim Indamora, with Arimant. 


But here ſhe comes ! 
In the calm Harbor of whoſe gentle Breaſt, 
MyxTempeſt-beaten Soul may ſafely Reſt. 
Oh, my Heart's Joy ! what-e'er my Sorrows be, 
They ceaſe and vaniſh in beholding thee : - 
_ Care ſhyns thy Walks ; as at the cheerful Light, 
The groaning Ghoſts, and Birds obſcene take flight 
By this one view, all my paſt pains are paid : 
And ail I have to come more eaſie made, 
Ind. Such folVen Planers at my Birth did ſhine, _ 
They threaten every Fortune mixt with mine, 
Fly the purſuit of my diſaſtrous Love, 
And from unhappy Neighbourhood remove, 
Aur. Bid the Lahorious Hind, 
Whoſe hardn'd Hands did long in Tillage toil, 
Neglec the promis'd Harveſt of the Soil. 
Should I, who cultivated Love with Blood, _ | 
Refuſe poſſeſſion of approaching good.? | 

Ind. Love is an airy good Opinion makes : | 
Which he who only thinks he has, partakes. 

Seen by a ſkſpng Imagination's Beam ; 
That trickMnd dreſſes up the gaudy Dream, 
Preſented ſo, with Rapture *tis enjoy'd : 
Rais'd by high Fancy, and by low deſtroy'd. 

Aur. If Love be Viſion, mine has all the Fire - 
Which, in firſt Dreams, young; Prophets does inſpire - 
I Dream, in you, our promis'd Paradiſe - . 
An Ages tumult of — Bliſs. 

But you have ſtill your Happineſs in doubt, 
Or elſe *tis paſt, and you have dreamt it out. 


Ve 
pro's ” 
ge <5 « 
rs a 
Wo - 
£4 FMS: by = 

$5 © þ FAY : : I 5 op" : £40. p . 

L Fa 47 RET RF As RO ow” RY i < STE OY LEE ><" AAAS F 7" 5 p _ he 5s i 1 
i. OED) "_ » J fd OE xs = w_ » ». © TD » fr 0h £ FOR 4 * * hte Bog SY is F : þ ys od ” . Y A by 
> " - : Gs 4 47> > a. _ a OE y EC SOS N » MY 2 E - —_ 

hy > $0 ——_— 4 . b bo " F " nes x + 3; . _—_ Y WH wy. Y wy « _— "of A ” * En... 4 —-— 4 Ah 

þ. Mrs I " : o R__  - " os hs 4 ors | Pts = bd 4 Es —_ TR", "x " 5 ol Lu ES ys : * LS” ” IX! * a 4 : £ 
1=2/ a. £ ASS) "> , 5 2 Rb. o + COON _S4= 2 woot 4 4 : D c _- a dats 
y "oo i Soha p Sac my ut 0 * ; * 0 Rte - 4 po 2 " " - FB." 4 by a I IN 0 64 -_ _— : > RE = 
dds DaebAk © Is - Lars wel = 24 IC > <font I 0 = "5 KD. _— . - A YJ Dm von veſts; _— "y 
A rn & Bb: pot be » "F" = 4 RT Fa F., 5 rw 5 4aE ah rae - ha _ F afes _ i 
by x3 #5. Lees o $3 : , : : " A $a 6 2 Fr. 4  Ariorits; _ - , - hw Sabin, $6 OT. T= be. wg b ty ' 
as by "= Ts a5 S f - _ ec p. £ Ao No 2X4 > « Kg * "x —F K. Che 2 - VE x - 
"x6 2s. MS... ps EE P34. "nt ted Gt way 4 RN. ror TH © _ £ EC. -V \ nr art 1 - eo. 25% g oo phe <= FU fel . L 4 


—__ 
. 


A. 4% 
— "9 $5 os 114 
Fa eg” oo non T-*. 
*% "00 << a # a $ 
_ Gay 1 _—_— "es 


ne IG —_— 


wo AURENGEZEBE: Or 


1 . Ind, Perhaps not ſo. 

{ " Aur. Can Indamora prove 
So alier'd ? Is it but,- Perhaps you Love ? 
Then farewel all, I thought i in you to find 
A Balm, to cure my much diſtemper'd Mind. 

7 I came to grieve a Father's Heart eltrang'd ; : 

[0 But little thought to find a Miſtreſs chang'd : | 

| Nature her ſelf i is chang?d to puniſh me : 
Virtue turi'd Vice, and Faith Inconſtancy. 

Ind, You heard me not Inconſtancy confeſs : 

"Twas but a Friends Advice to Love me leſs. 

Who knows what adverſe Fortune may befal ? 

Arm well your Mind ; hope little, and fear all. 

Hope, with a goodly proſpect, feeds your Eye : 

Shows, from a riſing Ground, poſſeſſion nigh 

| Shortens the diſtance, or o'er "looks it quite : 

q, So caſie ?tis to travel with the fi ghr. 

t Aug. Thea to deſpair you would my Love betray, 

f By taking Hope, its laſt kind Friend, away. 

f' You hold the Glaſs, but turn the Perſpe&tive, 

And farther off the leſſen'd Objec drive : 

You bid me fear : in. that your chang#I know - | 

You would prepare me for thecoming blow. 

But, to prevent you, take my taſt Adieu ; 
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4 
Ly. Pl fadly tell my ſelf, you are untrue, 
| Rather than ſtay to hear it told by you. | [Going. | 
; Ind. Stay, Aurenge-Zebe,l muſt not let you go, 
And yet believe your ſelt your own worſt Foe, n? 
Think I am true,and ſeek no more to know, ; | f 
Let in my Breaſt the fatal Secret lye, | Y 
it Tis a fad Riddle, which, if known, we die. [[Seeming to pauſe. 
18 Aug, Fair Hypocrite, You ſeek to cheat in vail þ 
Your filence argues you ask time to feign. = L 
h Once more, farewel : the ſnare in ſight is laid, | = B 
k | "T'is my own fault if I am now betray'd. [Going again. M 
i Ind. Yet once more ſtay ; you ſhall believe me true, 'T 
y Though in one Fate I wrap my {elf and you. | M 
j Your abſence——— Be 
{WM Arim. ——- — Hold ; you know the hard Cornmand Py 
ff I muſt obey : you only can withſtand 
it Your own miſhap, I beg pou on my Knee, | M 
[i Be not unhappy by your own Decree. | Str 
8 Aug. Speak, Madam, by (if that be yet an Oath Exc 
ji | Your Love, I'm pleas' d we ſhould be ruin'd both. I tc 
* Bothis a ſound o Jo Y. An 
bit Ho 


in Death's dark Bow' rs our Bridals we will keep : 
| And BF Wit 


The Great Mogul. 
| And his cold Hand 


Shall draw the Curtain when we go to ſleep. 
Ind. Know then, that Man whom both of us did truſt, 
Has been to you unkind, to be unjuſt. 
The Guardian of my Faith ſo falſe did prove, 
| As to ſolicite me with Lawleſs Love : 
Pray'd, Promis'd, Threatn'd, all that Man could do, 
Baſe as he's great ; and need I tell you who ? 
Aug. Yes ; for I'll not believe my Father meant : 
Speak quickly, and my impious Thoughts prevent. 
ltd, Yoveſaid; wiſh I could ſomeother name / 
Arim., My Duty-muſt excuſe me, Sir, from blame. 


A Guard there. 
NG Entey Guards, 
AUY Slave, for me? 
Atim. My Orders are 


To ſeize this Princeſs, whom the Laws of War 
Long ſince made Priſoner, 
Aur. Villain. 
Arim. Sir, I know 
Your Birth, nor durſt another call me ſo. 
Aur, IT have redeem'd her ; and as mine ſhe's free. 
Arim, You :nay have right to give her liberty - 
But with your Father, Sir, chat rizat diſpute, 
For his Comm «:v1s to me were abſolute ; / 
If ſhe diſco? his Love, to uſe the right 
Of War, an to ſecure her from your ſight, 
Aur, T'll reſcue her, or die. 
And you my Friends, tho' few, are yet too brave 
To ſee your Gen'rals Milſtreis made a Slave. 
Ind. Hold, my dear Love ! if ſo much pow'r there lies, 
As once you own'd, in Indamor#'s Eyes, 
Loſe not the Honour you have early won ; | 
But ſtand the blameleſs pattern of a Son. | . : 
My Love your claim inviolate ſecures : ' | 
'Tis writ in Fate, I can be only yours. , 
My ſufferings for you make your Heart my due : 
Be worthy me, asI am worthy you. :  « | , 
ſve thought, and bleſs'd be you who gave me time : | 
CAur. Putting th bis Sword, 


CDraws, 
[0.41 Draws. 


My Virtue was ſurpriz'd into a Crime. 
Strong Virtue, like ſtrong Nature, ſtruggles ſtill : 
Exerts it ſelf, and then throws, off the ill. 
| to a Son's and Lover's praiſe aſpire : 
And muſt fulfil the parts which both require. 
How dear the cure of Jealouſie has coſt ! 

With too much care and tenderneſs y'are loſt * 
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42 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or 


So the fond Youth from Hell redeem'd his Prize, 


Till looking back, ſhe vaniſt'd from his Eyes. [Exeunt ſeveratly, 


emma 


ACT IL 


Betmixt the ACT'S, a Warlike Tune\is \plaid, ſhooting off 
Guns, and ſhouts of Souldiers are beard, as in an Aſſault. 


Aurenge-Zebe, Arimant, Aſaph Chawn, Fazel Chawn, Solyman. 


Aur. Hat Man could do, was by Morat perform'd - 
EE The Fortreſs thrice himſelf in Perſon ſtornyd. 
| Your Valour bravely did th Aſſault ſoſtain : 
And fill'd the Moats and Ditches with the Slain. " 
Till, mad with Rage, into the Breack he fir'd : 
Slew Friends and Foes, and in the Smagk retir'd. 
+ Arim. To us you give what praiſes are not due - 
Morct was thrice repuls'd, but thrice þy you. 
High, over all, was your great Condu&t ſhown - 
You ſought our ſafety, but forgot your own, 
Aſapb. Their Standard, planted on the Battlement, 
Deſpair and Death among the Soldiers ſent ! 
You, the bold Omrab tumble from the Wall : 
And ſhouts of Victory purſu'd his Fall. 
Faxzel. To you, alone, we owe this proſp'rous day « 
Our Wives and Children reſcu*d from the prey - 
Know your own Intereſt, Sir, where cer you lead, \ 
We jointly vow to own no other Head. | 
Solym, Your wrongs are known. Tmpoſe bnt uw Commands. 
This hour ſhall bring you Twenty thouſand: Hands. 
Aur, Let them who truly would appear my Friends, 
Employ their Swords, like mine, for Noble ends: 
No more : Remember you have bravely done-: 
Shall Treaſon end, what Loyalty begun ? 
I own no wrongs, ſome grievance I confeſs, 
But Kings, like Gods, at their own time redreſs. 
Yet, {tome becoming boldneſs I may uſe : | 
Pve well deſerv'd, nor will he now refuſe. [Ajade. 
PFll ſtrike my Fortunes with him at a heat : | 
And givehim not the leiſure to forget. LExit attended by the Omrahs. 
Arim, Oh ! Indamora, hide theſe fatal Eyes - | ; 
Too deep they wound yhom they too ſoon ſurprize:; 
E 1 ; My 


nie, fy.) DS AE 3s Brier 2d "_—_ 
SLES OO Ron ES 
} 


The Great Mogul, 


My Virtue, Prudence, Honour, Intereſt, all 
Before this Univerſal Monarch fall. 
Beauty, like Ice, our Footing does betray ; 
Who can tread ſure on the ſmooth ſlippery Way. 
Pleas'd with the paſſage, we ſlide ſwiftly on, 
Andſee the dangers which, we cannot ſhun. 
To him Indamora. 
11d, I hope my Liberty may reach thus far ; 
Theſe Terras-Walks within my limits are, 
| came to ſeek you, and to let you know, 
How much 1 to your generous Pity owe. 
The King, when he defign'd you for my Guard, 
Reſolv'd he would not make my Bondage kard : 
If otherwiſe, you have deceiv'd his end ; 
And whom he meant a Guardian, madea Friend. 
Arim, A Guardian's Title I muſt own with ſhame : 
But ſhould be prouder of another Name. 
Ind, And therefore 'twas 1 chang'd that name before : 
I calld you Friend, and could you wiſh for more ? 
Arim, 1 dare not ask for what you would not grant 
But wiſhes, Madam, are extravagant, 
They are not bounded with thingspoſlible : 
I may wiſh more than I preſume to tell, 
Deſire's the vaſt extent of Humane Mind, 
It mounts above, and leaves poor Hope behind, 
I could wiſh—— 
Ind. What ? 
Arim, Why did you ſpeak ? you've daſh'd my Fancy quite : 
Evn in th? approaching Minute of Delight. 
I muſt take breath ——— 
Er 1 the Rapture of my wiſh renew, 
And tell you then, - it terminates in you, 
Ind, Have you conſider'd what th' event would be ? 
Or know you, Arimant your ſelf, or me ? 
Were I no Queen, did you my Beauty weigh, 
My Youth in Bloom, your Age in its decay ? 
Arim, 1 my own Judge, condemn'd my {elf before : 
For pity aggravate my Crime no more. | 
So weak I am, I with a frown am ſlain : 
You need have us'd but half ſo much diſdain. 
Ind. I am not cruel yet to that degree : * 
Have better Thoughts both of your ſelf, and me. 
Beauty a Monarch is, 
Which Kingly Power Magnificently proves, 
By Croudsof Slaves, and Peopled Empire loves. 
Ad ſuch a Slave as you, what Queen would loſe ? 
Above the reſt ; 1 Arimant —_ : 
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When eer I pleaſe, you mult be pleas'd again. 


is AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 
For Counſel, Valour, Truth, and Kindneſs too, : 
All I could wiſh in Man, I find in you, | 

Atim, What Lover could to greater Joy be rais'd ! 
Tam, methinks, a God by you thus prais'd. | 

Ind. To what may not deſert, like yours, pretend ? 
You have all Qualities —— that fit a Friend. 

Arim. So Mariners miſtake the promis'd Coalt : 
And, with fall Sails, on the blind Rocks are loſt, 
Think you my aged Veins ſo faintly beat, | 
They riſe no higher than to Friendſhips heat ? 

So weak your Charms, that, like a Winter's Night, 
Twinkling with Stars, they. freeze me while they light ? 

Ind, Miſtake me not, good Arimant, I know 

My Beauty's Pow'r, and what my Charms can do. 
You your own Talent have not learn'd fo well ; 
But praftiſe one, where you can neer excell, | 
You can at moſt, | 
To an indiffrent Lovers praife pretend - 

But you would ſpoil an admirable Friend, | 

Arim, Never was Amity ſo highly priz'd ; | 
Nor ever any Love ſo much deſpisd. | 


 Ev'n to my ſelf ridiculous I grow. z 
And would beangry, if I knew but how, 


Ind. Do not. Your Anger, like your Love, is vain : 


Knowing what pow'r I have your Will to bend, 


Il uſe it ; for I need juſt ſuch a Friend. = 
You muſt perform, not what you think 1s fit : = * 
But to what-ever I propoſe, ſubmit, | ; » WP 

Arim, Madam, you have a ſtrange Aſcendant gaind ; \ WL 
You uſe melike a Courſer, Spurr'd and Rein'd : | IJ L 
If I fly out, my fierceneſs you Command, | JF 4A 


Then ſooth, and gently ſtroke me with your Hand: 


Impoſe ; but uſe your pow'r of Taxing well : 7 oy 
When Subjects cannot Pay, they ſoon Rebel. | A lo 

t | | # 

Enter the Emperour, uuſeen by them. JF ko 

ind, My P.bels puniſhinent would eaſfie prove - = 7 
You know y are in my pow'r by making Love. * IF An 
Aim, Would I, without diſpute, your Will obey, = L{£ 
And could you, in return, my Life betray ? | | I We 
Emp; What danger, Arimant, is this you fear 2? F Con 


Or what Love ſecret which I muſt not hear ?: 

Theſe alter'd Looks ſome inward Motion ſhow, | | 

His Cheeks are pale, and yours-with bluſhes glow. [Tober. 
Ind. *Tis what, with Juitice, -may my Anger.move : 

He has been bold, and t21k%d to me of Love. 
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3 C4im. Iambetraid, and ſhall be doom'd to die ! [Hide. oy $1 
Emp. Did he, my Slave, preſume to look ſo high ? 123 W 
That crawling Inſet, who from Mud began, + 
Warm'd by my Beams, and kindU1'd into Man ? | WE . 
Durſt he, who does but for my pleaſure live, A 
Intrench on Love, my great Prerogative ? 
Print his baſe Image on his Sovereigns Coin ? 
'Tis Treaſon it he ſtamp his Love with mine. 
Arim, *Tis true, I have been bold ; but if it be 
A Crime—— 3 
Ind, ——He means, *tis only ſo to me. | | 1b 
You, Sir, ſhould praiſe, what I muſt diſapprove : f 
He inſolently talk'd to me of Love : 
But, Sir, *twas yours, he made it in your Name : 
You, if you pleaſe, may all he faid diſclaim. 
Emp. 1 muſt diſclaim what&'er he can expreſs : 
His groveling Senſe will ſhew my paſſion les. 
But ſtay, if what he ſaid my Maſſage be 
What Fear, what Danger could arrive from me ? 
He ſaid, he fear'd you would his Life betray. 
1:4. Should he preſume again, perhaps I may. 
Though in your hands he hazard not his Life, , 
Remember, Sir, your Fury of a Wife ; 
Who, not content to be reveng'd on you, 
The Agents of your Paſſion will purſue. | 
J Emp.. 1f I but hear her nam'd, I'm ſick that day; 
'Y The found is mortal, and frights Life away. 
Y forgive me, Arimant, my jealous Thought : 
Diſtruſt in Lovers is the Tender's fault, 
Leave me, and tell thy ſelf in my excuſe, 
Love, and a Crown, no Rivalſhip can bear ; 
And precious things arc {till poſleſ&d with tear. 
CExit Arimant Bowing. 
This, Madam, my excuſe to you may plead ; & 
Love ſhould forgive the faults which Love has made. | ' 
Ind. From me, What pardon can you hope to have, 15" 2 
Robb'd of my Love, and Treated as a Slave ? 4, 
Emp. Force is the laſt Relief which Lovers find : A 
And *tis the beſt excuſe of Woman-kind. 
{d. Force never yet a generous Heart did gain ; 
We yield on parley, but are ſtorm'd in vain. - 
J Conſtraint in all things makes the pleaſure leſs ; 
I Sweet is the Love which comes with willingneſs. 
Jy Emp. No; 'tis reſiſtance that inflames deſire : 
FF $Sharpens the Darts of Love, and blows lus Fire. 
I Love is difarny'd that meets with too much eaſe 5 
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And therefore *sis your Golden Fruit you guard | 
With ſo much care, to make poſſeſſion hard, 
Ind, Was't not enough, you took my Crown away, 
But cruelly you muſt my Love betray ? | 
I was well pleas'd to have transferr'd my Right, | 
And better chang'd your claim of Lawleſs Might, 
By taking him, whom you eſteem'd above 
Your other Sons, and Taught me firſt to Love. | 
Emp. My Son, by my Command his courſe muſt ſteer : 
I bad him Love, I bid him now forbear. 
If you have any kindneſs for him ſti!}, 
Adviſe him not to ſhock a Father's Wiil. 
Izd, Muſt I adviſe ? 
Then let me ſee him, and TIL try t obey. 
Emp. I had forgot, and dare not truſt your way: 
But. ſend him word, 
He has not here an Army to Command : 
Remember he and you are in my Hand. 
Ind, Yes, in a Father's hand, whom he has ſerv'd; 
And, with the hazard of his Life, preſerv'd. 
But Piety to you, unhappy Prince, 
Becomes a Crime, and Duty an Offence - 
Againſt your ſelf, you with your Foes combine, 
And ſeem your owndeſtru@ion to deſign, 
Emp. You may be pleas'd your Politicks to ſpare : 
I'm old enough, and can my feif take care. | 
Ind. Advice from mewas, I confeſs, too bold - 
Y* are old enough, it may be, Sir, too old. 
Emp: You pleaſe your ſelf with your contempt of Age : 
But Love, neglected, will convert to Rage. | 
If on your Head my Fury does not.turn, 
Thank that fond Dotage which ſo much you ſcorn; 
But, in another's Perſon you may prove, | 
There's. warmth for Vengeance left, though not for Love. 
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Re-enter Arimant. 


I 


PETER 


Aria, The Empreſs has the Anti-Chambers paſt, 
And this way moves with a diſorder'd haſte - | 
Her Brows, the ſtormy Marks of Anger bear. 
Emp. Madam, retire -. She muſt not find you here. © 7 FO 
CExit Indamora with Arimant.. 
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Enter Nourmahal haſtily, 


Nour. What havel done, that: Nourmabal muſt proye 
The. Scorn and Triumph of a Rivals-Love ? | 
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Calm as the Breath which fans our Eaſtern Grove, 


My Eyes are ſtill the ſame, each glance, each Grace, Þ' "11 
Keep their firſt Luſtre, and maintain their Place ; Bt 
Not ſecond yet to any other Face. Fe 
Emp. What Rage tranſports you ? Are you well awake ? i 
Such Dreams diſtracted Minds in Feavers make. #8) 

. Nour. Thoſe Feavers you have giv'n, thoſe Dreams have bred, "Keg 
By broken Faith, and an abandon'd Bed.. | "oY 
Such Viſi6ns hourly paſs before my Sight ; he ui 
Which from my Eyes their Balmy flumbers Fright - © 4 $6.3 
In the ſevereſt ſilence of the Night: | | at 
Viſions which in this Cittadel are ſeen ; \t% 
Bright, Glorious Viſions of a Rival Queen. oy 
Emp. Have patience, my firſt Flames can neer decay :. i; 
Theſe are bnt Dreams, and ſoon will paſs away. - 
Thou know'ſt, my Heart, -my Empire, all is thine - f 4 
In thy own Heav'n of Love Serenely ſhine - | 724 
Fair as the Face of Nature did. appear, | Py 
When Flowers firſt peep'd, and Trees did Bloſſoms bear, © 4 
And Winter had not yet-deform'd th' inverted Year, \ 
And bright as when thy Eyes firſt lighted up our Loves. 4 
Let our Eternal Peacebe ſeald by this, pH; 
With the firſt Ardour of a Nuptial Kits. [Offers to Kiſs her. "4 
Nour. Me would you have, me your faint Kiſſes prove, | 4 


The dregs and droppings of enervate Love ? 


Muſt I your cold long-labouring Age ſuſtain, N. 
And be to empty Joys provok'd in vain ? ” 4 
Receive your ighing atter other Charms, Hs Ty, 


And take an abſent Husband in my Arms ? 
Emp. Even theſe reproaches I can bear from you, 
You doubted of my Love, believe it true. 
Nothing but Love this Patience could produce, 
And I allow your Rage that kind excule. 
Nour, Call it not Patience, *tis your Guilt ſtands mute - 
You have a Cauſe too foul to bear diſpute. 
You wrong me firſt, and urge my Rage.to riſe, e 
Then 1 muſt paſs for Mad, you.,. Meek and Wile, 
Good Man, plead Merit by your ſoft Replies. $ 
Vain priviledge, poor Women have.of Tongue : 
Man can ſtand ſilent, and reſolve on wrong, 
Emp, What can I more ? my Friendſhip you refuſe, 
And even my Mildneſs, as my Crime accuſe. 
Nour. Your ſullen ſikence cheats not me falſe Man - 
{ know you think the bloudieſt things you can. 
Could you accuſe me, you would raiſe your Voice : \'© 
Watch for my Crimes, and.in my Guilt rejoyce. TR | 
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But my known Virtue is from ſcandal free, 
And leaves no ſhadow for your Cajumny. 
Emp. Such Virtue is the plague of Human Life : 
A Vircnous Woman, but a curſed Wife, 
In vain of pompous Chaſtity y are proud : 
Virtue's Adultery of the Tongue, when loud. 
J, v-ith lefs pain, a Proſtitute could bear, 
Than the ſhrill ſound of Virtue, Virtue hear. 
in unchaſte Wives — — 
There's yet a kind of recompenſing eaſe ; 
Vice keeps *em kumble, gives *em care to pleaſe : 
But againſt clamorous V irtue, What defence ? 
It ſtops our Mouths, and gives ynur noiſe pretence. 
Nour. Since Virtue does your Indignation raiſe, 
'Tis pity but you had that Wife you praiſe. 
Your own wild Appetites are prone to range ; 
And then you tax our Humours with your change. | 

Emp. What can be ſweeter than our Native home! 
Thither for eaſe, and ſoft repoſe, we come : 

Home is the Sacred refuge of our Life : 

Secur'd from all approaches, but a Wife. 

If thence we fly, the Cauſe admits no doubt : 

None but an Inmate Foe could force us out. 

Clamours, our privacies uneafie make': 

Birds leave their Neſts diſturb'd, and Beaſts their Haunts forſake, 
 Neur. Honour's my Crime that hath your loathing bred: 

You take no pleaſure in a Virtuous Bed. 

Emp. What pleaſure can there be in that Eſtate, 
Which your unquietneſs has made we hate ? 

I ſhrink far off 
Diſſembling Sleep, but wakefnl with the fright, 
The Day takes off the pleaſure of the Night. 

Nour. My Thoughts no other Joys but Pow'r purſue : 
Or, if they did, they muſt be loſt in you. | 
And yet the fault's not Mmine—— 

Though Youth and Beauty cannot Warmth Cotmatid; 
The Sun in vain ſhines on the barren Sand. 

Emp. "Tis true, of Marriage bands Pm weary grown : ; 
Love ſcorns all ties, but thoſe that are his own. | 
Chains that are dragg'd, mult needs uneafie prove: 
For there's a God like Liberty i in Love.  - 

Nour. What's Love to you ? 


The Bloom of Beauty other years demands, 


Nor will be gather'd by ſuch wither'd hands : 
You importune it with a falſe deſire, 
W hich ſparkles out, and makes no ſold fire. 


This 
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This impudence of Age, whence can it fpring ? 
All you expe, and yet you nothing bring, 

Eager to ask, when you are paſt a Grant ; 

Nice in providing what you cannot want. 

Have Conſcience, give not her youlove this pain - 
Sollicite nor your ſelf, and her, in vain. 

All other Debts may compenſation find - 

But Love is ſtria, and will be paid in kind. 

Emp. Sure of all Ills, Domeſtick are the worſt ; 
When moſt ſecure of Bleſlings, we are curſt, 
When we lay next us what we hold moſt dear, 
Like Hercules, invenom'd Shirts we wear. 

And cleaving miſchiefs. 

Nour. W hat you merit, have - 

And ſhare, at leaſt, the miferies you gave. N 


Your days, I will alarm, I'll haunt your Nights -- \ 


And, worſe than Age, diſable your Delights. 
May your ſick Fame ſtill languiſh, till it dye : Þ' 
All Offices of Pow'r neglected lye, - 
And you grow cheap in every Subje&s Eye. 
Then as the greateſt Curſe that I can give ; 


Unpity'd, be depos'd - and after live. | [Going off: . 


Emp. Stay ; and now learn, 
How Criminal ſo&er we Husbands are, 
*Tis not for Wives to puſh our Crimes too far... 
Had you ſtill Miſtreſs of your Temper been, 
I had been modeſt, and not own'd my Sin. 
Your Fury hardens me, and what e'er wrong 
You ſuffer, you've cancelFd by your Tongue. 
A Guard there; ſeize her : ſhe ſhall know this hour, 


. What is a Husband's, and a Monarch's Pow'r, [Guards ſeizes ber. 


Enter Aurenge-Zebe. 
Nour. I ſee for whom your Charter you maintain : 
I muſt be fetter'd, and my Son be ſlain, 
That Zelyma's ambitious Race may Reign. 
Not ſo, you promis'd when my Beauty drew 
All 4/4's Vows; when Perſia left for you 
The Realm of Caudahar for Dow'r I brought : 
That long contended Prize for which you fought. 
Aur. The name of Step-Mother, your praCtis'd Art, 
By which you have eſtrang'd my Father's Heart, 
All you have done againſt me, or deſign, 
Shews your averſion, but begets not mine. 
Long may my Father 1ndia's Empire Guide - 
And may no breach your Nuptial Vows divide. 
Emp. Since Love obliges not, I from this Hour, 


Aſlame the right: of Man's Deſpotick Pow'r : _ 
| | a an 
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Man ts by Natvre torm'd your Sexes Head : 
And is himſelt the Cannon of his Bed. 
In Bards of hon fetter'd you ſhall be : 
An cj} Yoak than what you put on me. | 
. Though much I fear my Int'reſt is not great, [XKneeling. 
Five i your Royal Clemency intreat, | 4 
Secrets of Marriage ſtill are Sacred held : 
There ſweet and bitter by the Wiſe conceal 'd. 
Errors of W:ves reflect on Husbands ſtill : 
And, when divulg'd, Proclaim you've choſen ill; 
And the Myſterious Pow'r of Bed and Throne, 
Should always be maintain'd, but rarely ſhown. 
*£mp. To io perverſe a Sex all Grace Is vain ; | 
It gives ?em courage to offend again ; | 
For with feig\Pd Tears they penitence pretend - 
Again are pardon'd, and again offend. 
Fathom our pity when they ſeem to grieve z 
Only to try how far we can forgive. | 
Till lanching out into a Sea of ſtrife, 
They ſcorn all Pardon, and appear all Wife. 
But be it as you pleaſe : for you Lov'd fake, 
This lait and fruitleſs Trial I will make. 
In all Requeſts, your right of Merit uſe - 
And know, There 1s but one I can refuſe. | 
[ He ſigns to the Guards, and they remove from the Empreſs, 
Nour, You've done enough, for you deſi gn'd my Chains : 
The Grace is vaniſh'd, but th* Afront remains. | 
Nor is't a Grace, or for his Merit done ; 
You durft no farther, for you fear'd my "Son, | 
This you have pain'd by the rough courſe you prove ; 
Ym paſt Repentance, and you paſt my Love. | CExi, 
Emp. A Spirit ſo untam'd the World neer bore. 
Aur. And yet worſe uſage had incens'd her pore: 
But ſince by no obligement ſhe is ty'd, _ 
You muſt betimes for your defence provide. 
I cannot idle.in your danger ſtand ; | 
But beg once more [ may your Arms Command. 
Two Battels your auſpicious Cauſe has won ; 
My Sword can perfect what it has begun, * 
And from your Walls diſlodge that haughty Son. 
Emp. My Son, your Valour has, this day, been ſuch, 
None can enough admire, or praiſe too much.” 
But now, with reaſon, your ſucceſs I doubt : 
Her Faction's ſtrong within, his Arms without; 


| 


The Great Mogul. 
Aur. I left the Cicy in a Panick fright : 
Lions they are in Council, Lambs in Fight. 
But my own Troops by 24irz.4h led, are near : 
I, by to Morrows dawn, expeſt *em here. 
Te fayour 'em, I'll ſally out &er Day : 
And through our flaughter'd Foes enlarge their way. 
Er;p. Age has not yet | 
So ſhrunk my Sinews, or ſo child my Veins, 
But conſcious Virtue in my Breaſt remains, 
But had I now 
That ſtrength, with which boiling Youth was fraught ; >! 
When in the Vale of Balaſor I fought, "6 
And from Bengale their Captive Monarch brought. 
When Elephant 'gainſt Elephant did rear, 
His Trunk, and Caſtles juſtÞd in the Air. 
My Sword thy way to Victory had ſhown : 
And ow'd the Conqueſt to it ſelf alone. 
Aur. Thoſe fair Idea's to my Aid Pll call, 
And emulate my great Original. 
Or, if they fail, I will invoke in Arms, 
The Pow'r of Love, and Indamora's Charms. 
Emp. I doubt the happy influence of your Star; 
T” invoke a Captives Name, bodes ill in War. 
Aur, Sir, give me leave to ſay, what ever now 
The Omen prove, it boded well to you. 
Your Royal Promiſe, when I went to fight, 
Oblig*d me to reſign a Victor's Right. 
Her Liberty I fought for, and I won : 
And claim it as your General, and your Son. , | 
Emp. My Ears {till ring with noiſe, Pm vex'd to Death : 
Tongue-killd, and have not yetrecover'd breath. 
Nor will I be preſcrib'd my time by you : 
Firſt end the War, and then your Claim renew. 
While to your Conduct I my Fortune truſt, 
To keep this pledge of Duty is but juſt. 
Aur. Some hidden cauſe your jealouſie does move, 
Or you could ne*er ſuſpe& my Loyal Love. | 
Emp. What Love ſoever by an Heir is ſhown, 
He waits but time to ſtep into the Throne, 


' 


You're neither juſtifi?d, not yet accus'd : Sy 


Mean while, the Pris'ner with reſpe& is us'd. 
Aur. 1 know the kindneſs of her Guardian ſuch, 
I need not fear too little, but too much. 
But how, Sir, How have you fton Virtueſwerv'd ? 


Or what ſo ill return have 1 ——_ 6 
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You doubt not me, nor have I ſpent my Bloud, | 
To have my Faith no better unc-rſtood : , 
YourSouPs above the tifncf 2* diltruſt : Hoe 
Nothing but Love conld :nax® you fo unjuſt. | 
Emp. You knov. your Rival then ; and: know *ris fit, 
The Sons ſhould to tne Father's Claim ſubmit. 5 
Aur. Son* r-y have Right which they can never quit. 
Your ſelf fir:- made that Title which I Claim : |! 
Firſt bid me Love, and Authoris'd my flame, | 
Emp. The value of my Gift I did not know : | 
If I could give, I can reſume it too. | 
Arr, Recal your Gift, for I your power confeſs ; 
But firſt, take back my Life, a Gift that's leſs. 
Long Life would now but a long burthen prove : 
You're grown unkind, and [ have loſt your Love. 
My eriet let unbecoming Speeches fall : 
{ ſhould have dy'd, and not complain'd at all. 
Emp. m—_ ye Pow'rs, 
How much I ſufter*d, and how long 1 ſtrove 
Againſt th aſſaults of this imperious Love ! 
I repreſented to my ſelf the ſhame 
Of perjur'd Faith, and violated Fame. 
Your great deſerts, how ill they were repay'd ; 
All Arguments, in vain, 1 urg'd and weigh'd : 
For mighty Love, who Prudence does deſpiſe, 
For Reaſon, ſhew'd me Indamora's Eyes. 
What would you more, my Crime I ſadly view, 
Acknowledge, am aſham'd, and yet purſue. 
Aur. Since you can Love, and yet your Error ſee; 
The ſame reſiſtle{s Pow'r may Plead for me, 
With no leſs Ardor I my claim purſue : 
{ Love, and cannot yield her even to you. | 
* Emp. Your Elder Brother's, tho' o'er come, have Right: 
The Youngeſt yet in Arms prepar'd to Fight. : 
But, yielding her, I firmly have decreed, 
That you alone to Empire ſhall ſucceed, 
Aur, Fo after Ages let me ſtand a ſhame, 
When I exchange for Crowns my Love or Fame. 
You might have found a Mercenary Son, 
To profit of the Battels he had'won : 
Had l been ſuch, what hinder*d me to take 
The Crown ? Nor had th' exchange been yours to make. 
While you are living, I no right. pretend ; 
Wear it, and let it where you pleaſe, deicend. . 
But from my Love, 'tis Sacrilege to part; 
Fhere, there's my Throne in Indamora's Heart. 


His Pride they hate, lus Violence they _ 


"i Fs 
The Great Mopul. 
Emp. *Tis in her Heart alone that you muſt Reign © 
Yow'll find her Perſon difficult to gain, : 
Give willingly what I can take by force : 
And know, Obediertce is your ſafeſt courſe. 
Aur. I'm taught, by Honour's Precepts, to obey : 
Fear to Obedience 1s a ſlaviſh way. - 
If ought my want of Duty could beget ; 
You take themmoſt prevailing means, to threat, 
Pardon your Bloud that boils within my Vetns ; 


\ It riſes high, and Menacing diſdains. 


Even Death's become to me no dreadful Name : 
I've often met him, and have made him tame. 
In Fighting Fields where our Acquaintance grew, 
I ſaw him, and contemn'd him firſt for you. 
Emp. Of formal Duty make no more thy boaſt : 
Thou diſobey*ſt where it concerns me moſt. 
Fool, with both hands thus to puſh back a Crown + 
And headlong caſt thy ſelf from Empife down. 
Though Nourmahal I hate, her Son ſhall Reign : 
Inglorious thou, by thy own fault remain. 
Thy Younger Brother I'll admit this hour : | 
So mine ſhall be thy Miſtreſs, his thy pow'r. _ CExs. 
Aur. How vain is Virtue which dire&s our ways 


| Through certains Danger, to uncertain Praiſe ! 


Barren, and airy Name ! Thee Fortune flies ; 
With thy lean Train, the Pious 4nd the Wiſe. 
Heav'n takes thee at thy Word, without regards 
And lets thee poorly be thy own reward. 

The World is ntade for the bold impious Man ; 

Who ſtops at nothing, ſeizes all he can. 

Juſtice to Merit does weak Aid afford ; 

She truſts her Ballan&, and negleQs her Sword. 

Virtue is nice to take what's not her own ; 

And, while ſhe long conſults, the Prize is gone. 

To him Dianet. 
Dia. Forgive the Bearer of unhappy News : 

Your alter'd Father openly purſues 

Your Ruin; and to-compaſs his intent, 

For violent Morat in haſte has ſent. 

The Gates he order'd all to be unbar'd : 

And from the Market-Place to draw the Guard. 
Aur, How look the People in this turn of State ? 
Dia. They mourn your Ruin as their proper Fate. 

Curſing the Empreſs : for they think it done 

By her procurement, to advance her Son. 

Him too, though aw'd; they ſtarcely can forbears 


2 


——— 


All 
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All hent to riſe, would you appear their Chief, 

T1: your own Troops come up to your relief. 
Aur, VI Treated, and forſaken as I am, 

PII not betray the Glory of my Name : 

Tis not for me, who have preſerv'd a. State, 

To buy an Empire at fo baſe a Rate...c... 

Dia. The points of Honour, Poets may produce z 
Trappings of Life, for Ornament, not Uſe. 
Honour, which only does the Name advance, 

Is the meer raving madneſs of Romance. 
Pleas'd with a word, you may fit tamely down ; 
And ſee your Younger Brother force the Crown. 

Aur. 1 know my Fortune in extreams does lie : 

The Sons of. Indoſtan muſt Reign, or die. 

That deſperate hazard Courage does create ;. 

As he plays frankly who has leaſt Eſtate. 

And that the World the Coward will deſpiſe, 
When Life's a Blafik, who pulls not for a Prize ? 

Dia. Of all yozr- Knowledge, this vain fruit you have, 
To walk with Eyes broad open to your Grave. 

Aur. From what P've ſaid, concluded without reply, 
! neither would uſurp, nor tamely dy. 

Th? attempt to fly, would Guilt betray, or Fear : 
Beſides, 'twere vain ; the Forts our Priſon here. 
Somewhat I have reſoly'd 

Moy. perhaps, has Honour in this Breaſt : 
And, in extreams, bold Counſels are the beſt. 
Like Emp'rick Remedies, they laſt are try'd ; 
And by tr event condeman'd, or juſtify'd. h 

Preſence of Mind, and Courage in Diftreſs, 
Are more than Armies to procure Succeſs. 


ACT IL 


act ater” 
Arimant, with a Letter in his hand, Indamora. 


Your Empire you to Tyranny purſue : 
Youlay Commands, both cruel and unjuſt; 
To ſerve my Rival, and betray my Truſt. | 
Ind, You firſt betray'd your Truſt in Loving me, 
And ſhould not I my own advantaze fee? 
Serving my Love, you may my Friendſhip gain,, 
You know the beſt of your pretences vain. ay 


* 
y 


Arinm. . N D I the Meſſenger to him from you ? 


ed] yy | | 
The Great Mogul. 
You muſt, my Arimant, you m»ſt be kind +» 
'Tis is your Nature, and your N-»ovle Miad. 
Arim. V1 t> the Ring, and ſtrait my Truſt reſign, 
Ind, His Truſt you may, but you ſhall never mine. 
Heav'n made you leve me for no other end, 
But to become my Confident and Friend. 
As ſuch, I keep no Secret from your ſight, 
And therefore make you judge how il} I write : 
Read it, and tell me freely then your Mind © 
If *tis indited as [ meant it kind. | 
Arim, Reading.) | ask not Heav'n my freedom to reſtore, 
But only for your ſake I'll Read no more : 
And yet I muſt | 
Reading.) Leſs for my own, than for-your Sorrow, ſad 
Another Line like this wou'd make me made 
As Reading.] Heav n! ſhe goes on—yet more—and-yet more kind ! 
Each Sentence is a Dagger to my Mind: 
Reading, See me this Night 
Thank Fortune,. who did ſuch a Friend provide, 
For faithful .4rimant ſhall be your Guide : 
Not only to be made an Inſtrument, 
But pre-ingag'd without my own conſent. 
Ind. Unknown t i gage you {till augment my ſcore. . 
And gives you {cope of meriting the more, 
Arim, The beſt of Men | 
Some Int'reſt in their Actions mult confeſs ;. 
None merit, but in hope they may. poſſeſs. 
The fatal Paper rather let me tear, 
Than like Bellerophon, my own Sentence bear. 
Ind, You may, but 'twill not be your beſt advice. 
*Twill only give me pains of writing twice. 
You know you muſt ob:y mr, fooa or late ; 
Why ſhould you vainly ftruzglc with your Fate ? Fae 
Arim, 1 thank thee, -Ecv"n, thou haſt been wondrous kind ! 
Why am I thus to ſlavery deiign'd, 
And yet am cheated with a Frez-born Mind ? 
Or make thy Orders with 7.7 Reaſon ſute, _ | 
Or let me live þy Senſe a Glorious Brute——— [She frowns, 
You frown, and I obey with iped before, 
That dreadful Sentence c9:it:es, See 5:6 10 more ! 
See me no more / that Sunn, methinks, I hear 
Like the laſt Trumpet thund ring in my Ear. 


Enter Solyman. 


Solym. The Princeſs Xelenda bath'd in Tears, 
And toſs9 alternately with Hopes and Fear. 
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If your Afﬀairs ſuch leiſure can afford, 
* Would learn from you the Fortunes of her Lord, 
Arim, Tell her, that I ſome certainty may bring, 
I go this minute to attend the King. | 
Ind, This lonely Turtle I deſire to ſee: 
Grief, though not cur'd. is cas'd by Company. 
Arim. To Solym.] Say, it ſhe pleaſe, ſhe hither may repair. 
And breath the freſhneſs of the open Air. CExit Solym. - 
Ind. Poor Princeſs ! How I pity her Eſtate, 
 Wrapt in the Ruins of her Husbands Fate ; 
She mourn'd Morat ſhould in Rebellion riſe ; 
Yet he offends, and ſhe's the Sacrifice. 
Arim. Not knowing his deſign, at Court ſhe ſtaid ; 
Till, my Command, cloſe Pris'ner ſhe was made. 
Since when, | | 
.Her Chains with Roman Conſtancy ſhe bore ; 
But that, perhaps, an Indian Wife's is more, 
Ind, Go, bring her Comfort : leave me here alone. 
Arim. My Love muſt ſtill be in Obedience ſhown, [ Ex. Arim:; 


Enter Melelinda, led by Solyman, who retires afterwards. 


Ind, When gracefuſ Sorrow in her Pomp appears, 
Sure ſhe is dreſs in Melenſinda's Tears. - 
Your Head reclin'd, (as hiding Grief ft: om vie. 
Droops, like a Roſe ſurcharg'd with Morning Dew. 
Al. Can Flow'rs but droop in abſence of the San, 
Which wak'd their Sweets ? and mine, alas ! is gone. 
But you the Nobleſt Charity expreſs: | 
For they who ſhine in Courts ſtill ſhun Diſtreſs: 
[nd. Diſtreſs*d my ſelf, like you, confin'd i liv'd : 
And therefore can compaſſion take, and give. 
We're both Love's Captives, but with Fate fo croſs, 
One mult be happy by the others loſs. 
Aorat or Aurenge-Zebe muſt fall this day. 
Mel. Too truly Tamerlain's Succeſlors they, © 
Each thinks a World too little for his ſway, 
Could you and I the ſame pretences bring, 
Mankind ſhould with more eaſe receive a King : 
I would to you the narrow World reſign, 
And want no Empire whilc 2forat was mine': | 
Ind. Wiſh'd freedom I preſage you ſoon will find 
[f Heay'n be Juſt, and be to Virtue kind. 
Atl.” Quite otherwiſe my Mind foretels my Fate ; 
Short is my Life, and that unfortunate, 
Yet ſhould I not compkin, would Heay'n afford 
Some little time, &er Death, to ſee my Lord. 


The Great Mogul. 
' Tad. Theſe Thoughts are but your Melancholy's Food ; 
Rais'd from a lonely Life, and dark abode - | 
But whatſocer our jarring Fortunes prove, 


Though our Lords hate, methinks we two may Love. 
Al. Such be our Loves as may not yield to Fate: 


[ bring a Heart more true than fortunate [Giving their bands. 


To them Arimant. 
Arim, 1 come with haſte, ſurprizing News to bring - 
In two hours time, ſince laſt I ſaw the King, 
Th Affairs of Count have wholly chang'd their Face : 
Unhappy Adarenge+4Zebe is in diſgrace; 
And your Morat (Proclain'd the Succeſſor.) 
Is calld to awe the Ciry with his Power. 
Thoſe Trumpets his Trwumphant Entry tell, 
And now the Shouts waſt near the. Cittadel. 
Ind. See, Madam, ſee th? event by me fore-ſhown - + 
I envy not. yuur. chance, . but grieve my own, 
Mel. A change ſo unexpected muſt ſarpize : 
And more becauſe I am unus'd to {oys, 
Ind. May all your Wiſhes ever proip'rous be, 
But 'm too much concern'd tl eveat to ſee, 
My Eyes to: tender are—— -—-— 
To view 1; Lord ec. the publick ſcorn, 


I came tc c-.:.:toct, andlI go to mourn. [Taking ber leave, W... 


el. 5i..%, 711 not ſee my Lord, 
efor= i jv. jour Sorrow ſomeRelief ; 
And 7:7 the Charity you lent my Grief. 
Here he {hall ſee me firſt with you confin'd ; 2 
And, if your Virtue fail to move his Mind, [8 
I'll uſe my Int'reſt that he may be kind, 3 
Fear not, I never mov'd him yet in vain, 

Ind. So fair a Pleader any Cauſe may gain. 

Al. I have no Taſte, methinks, of coming Joy z 
For black preſages all my hopes deſtroy. | 
Die, ſomething whiſpers, ele/-nda, die ;. 

Fulfil, fullfil thy mournful deſtiny, 
Mine is a gleam of Bliſs too hot to laſt, 4 
Watry it ſhines, and will be ſoon o'ercaſt. 


Indamora and Meleſinda Re-enter gs into the Chamber. . 


Arim, Fortune ſeems weary grown of we-Zeve, 
While to her new made Favourite, /forat, 
Her laviſh Hand is waſtfully profuſe - 
With Fame and flowing Honours Tided in, 

Born on a ſwelling Current ſmooth beneath him. 
The King and haughty Empreſs, to our wonder, 
If not atton'd, yet ſeemingly at Peace z 

As Fate for him that Miracle reſery'd. 
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28 AURENGEZEB*: 


Or 


? 


Enter in Triumph, Emperour, Morat, aud Train, 


Emp. I have confeſs'd I Love. 
As 1 interpret fairly your deſign, 
So look not with ſeverer Eyes on mine. , 
Your Fate has call'd you to the Imperial Seat - 
In Duty be, as you in Arms are great. 
For Aurcnge-Zebe a hated Name is grown, 
And Love leſs bears a Rival-than the Throne. 

Mor, Yo me, the cries of fighting Fields are Charms 

Keen by my Sable, and of proof imy Arms, 

I ask no other Bleſling of my Stars. - 

No Prize but Fame, nor Miſtriſs but the Wars. 
-I ſcarce am pleas'd, I tamely mount the Throne-z 
Would Aurenge-Zebe had all their Souls in one::; 
With all my elder Brothers I would Fight, 

And ſo from partial Nature force my Right. 

Emp. Had we but laſting Youth, and time to ſpare, 
Some might be thrown away on Fame and War. 
Bur Youth, the periſhing Goods runs on too faſt : 
And uninjoy'd will ſpend it ſelf to waſte ; 

Few know the uſe of Life before 'tis palt. 
Had I once more thy vigor to command, 
1 would not tet it die upon my hand. 
No hour of pleaſure ſhould paſs empty by, 
Youth ſhould watch Joys, and ſhoot *em as they fly. 
Mor, Methinks all pleaſure is in Greatneſs found, 


King's, like Heav'ns Eye, ſhould fpread their Beams around. 


Pleas'd to be ſeen, while Glories Race they run; _ 
Reſt is not for the Chairot of the Sun. 
Subjects are ſtiff-neck'd Animals, they ſoon 
Feel flackn'd Reins, and pitch their Rider down. 

Emp..To thee that Drudgery of Pow?r I give: 
 Carcs be thy Lot, Reign thou, and let me live. 

The Fort ÞI1 keep for my ſecurity, : 
Bus'neſs and publick State reſign to thee, 

Mor. Luxurious Kings are to their People loſt; 
They 1i7e, like Drones, vpon the publick Coft. 
My Arms, from Pole to Pole, the World ſhall ſhake : 
And, with my ſelf, keep all Mankind awake. 

Emp. Belicve me, Son, and needleſs trouble ſpare ; 
"Tis a baſe World, and.is not worth our care. 
The Vulgar, a ſcarce animated Clod, 
Ne'er pleas'd with ought *em-above Prince or God. 
Were a God, the drunken Globe ſhould ronl - 
The little Emmets with the Humane Soul, 


1 
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The Great Mogul. 
Care for themſelves, while at my eaſe I fate,” 
And ſecond Cauſes did the work of Fate, 
Or, if I would take care, that Care ſhould be, 
For Wit, that ſcorn'd the World, 2ad liv'd like me. 
To them Nourmahal, Zzyda, and Attendants, 

Nour, My dear Morat, LEmbracing hey Son, 
This day propitious to us all has been : 
You're now a Monarclrs Heir, and I a Queen, 
Your youthful Father now may quit the State 
And finds the eaſe he ſought, indulg's by Fate. 
Cares ſhall not keep him on the Throne awake 
Nor break the Golden Slumbers he would take, _ 

Emp. In vain I ſtruggl'd to the Goal of Life, 2 
While Rebel-Sons, and an imperious Wife, 
Still dragg'd me backwards into Noiſe and Strife. 

Afr. Be that Remembrance loſt ; and be't my Pride 
To be your pledge of Peace on either ſide. 

| To them Aurenge-Zebe. 

Aur, With all th aſſurance Innocence can bring, 
Fearieſs without, becauſe ſecure within. 
Arm'd with my Courage, unconcern'd 1 ſee 
This Pomp; a Shame to you, a Pride to me, 
Shame is but where with wickedneſs tis join'd ; 
And, while no baſeneſs in this Breaſt I find 
have not loſt the Birth-right of my Mind. , 

Emp. Children (the blind effe& of Love and Chance, 
Form'd by their ſportive Parents Ignorance) 
Bear from their Birth th' impreſſions of a Slave : 
Whom Heay'n for Play-games firſt, and then for Service gave. 
One then may be diſplac'd, and one may Reign : 
And want of Merit, render Birth-right vain. 

for, Comes he t upbraid us with his Innocence ? 
Seize him, and take the preaching Brachman hence. 

Auy.Stay.Sir ; I,from my Years,no merit plead : [To his Father. 
All my Deſigns and Acts to Duty lead. 
Your Life and Glory are my only end ; 
And for that Prize IwitIEorat contend. 

Moy, Not him alone ; I all Mankind defhie, 
Who dares adventure more for both than I ? 

Aur, 1 know you brave, and take you at your word : 
That preſent Service which you vaunt, afford, 
Our two Rebellious Brothers are not dead + 
Though vanquiſh'd, yet again they gather head. 
I dare you, as your Rival in renown, 
March out your Army from th' Imperial Town - 
Chuſe whom you pleaſe, the other leave to me : 


Aud ſet our Father abſolutely fron. 


You migit be fafe if you would give conſent. . 


x AURENGEZEBE: Or, 


This, if you do, to end all future ſtrife, 
I ant content to lead a private - 
Disband my Army to ſecure the State, 
Nor aim at more, but leave the reſt to Fate. 
ior, I do't, Draw out my Army on the Plain : 
War is to me a paſtime, Peace a pain. 4 
Emp. To Morat.J Think better firſt. | ; 
To Aur,} You ſee your ſelf incios'd beyond eſcape; 
And therefore, Proteus like, you change your ſhape; 
Of promiſe Prodigal, while pow'r you want, | 
And Preaching ta tie Seli-denying Cant. 6 
Aſcr. Plot better ; for theſe Arts too obvious are; 
Of gaining time, the Maſter-Piece of War : 
Is Azrenge- Zebe ſo known ? 
Aur. if Ads like mine, 
So far from Int'reſt, Profit, or Deſign, 
Can ſhow my Heart, by thoſe } would be known ; 
[ wiſh you could as well defend your own. 
My abſeat Army for my Father fought : 
Yours, in theſe Walls, is to inflave him brought, 
if | come ſingly, you an armed Guelt ; 
The World with eaſe may judge whoſe Cauſe is beſt. 
#7orat, My Father ſaw you ill deſigns purſue: 
and my admiſſion ſhow?d his fear of you. 0 * 
Aur. Himſelf beſt knows why he his Love withdraws -- 
[ owe him more than to declare the Cauſe. 
But ſtill I preſs our Duty may be ſhown 
By Arms, 
Mor. il vanquiſh all his Foes alone. 
Aar. You ſpeak as if you could the Fates command, 
And had no nced of any other hand. 
But, fince my Honour you fo far ſuſpect, 
"Tis ja{t I ſhould on your deſigns reflect. 


70 prove your ſelf a Loya! Son, declare, 


You'll lay down Arms when you concivde the.War. 
A7:r4t, No preſent Anſwer your demand requires, 
The Wer once done, I'll do what Heav'n inſpires. 
Ant wine the Sword this Monarchy ſecures, 
"Tis manag'd by an avler Arm than yours. 
Emp, rat's deſign a doubtiul meaning bears, [ Apart. 
In Azrenge-Zete true Loyalty appears. | 
He, for my ſafety, does his own deſpile ; 


Sri}, with his wrongs, I find his Duty riſe. 
I feel my Virtue fruglhng in my Soul, 


But ſtronger Paſſion does ts pow'r controul, 
Yet be avis d your ruin to prevent, 


CTo Aur, apart. 


The Great Mogul. 
Aur. 'So to your welfare I of uſe may be, 
My Life and Death are equal both to me. 
Emp. The Peoples Hearts are yours ; the Fort yet mine : 
Be Wiſe, and Indamora's Love reſign. 
7 am obſerv'd, Remember that I give 
This my laſt proof of Kindneſs, Die, or Live. 
Aur. Life, with my Indamora 1 viould chuſe ; 
But, loſing her, the end of living loſe. 
I had confider'd all I ought before - 
And fear of Death can make me ciiange no more. 
The Peoples Love ſo little I eſteem, 
Condemn'd by you, I would nor live by them. 
May he who muſt your Favour now poſleſs, 
Much better ſerve you, and not love you leſs. | 
Emp. Pve heard you ; and, to finiſhthe debate, LAlous, 
Commit that Rebel Pris'ner to the State. 
Mor. The deadly Draught he ſhall begin this day ; 
And languiſh with inſenſible decay, | 
Aur, 1] hate the lingriag Summons to attend, 
Death all at once would be the Nobler end. 
Fate is unkind ; methinks a General | 
Should warm, and at the head of Armies fall, 
And my Ambition did that Hope purſue, 
That fo I might have dy'd in Fight for you. 
Aor. Would I had been diſpoſer of thy Stars : 
Thou ſhould'ſt have had thy Wiſh, *and dy*d in Wars. 
'Tis I, not thou, have reaſon to repine, 
That thou fhould'ſt fall by any hand, but mine, 
Aur. When thou wer*t Fornid, Heav'n did a Man begin ; 
But the Brute Soul, by chance, was ſhvffl*d in. 
In Woods and Wilds thy Monarchy maincain, | 
Where valiant Beaſts, by Force and Rapine Reign, 
in Life's next Scene, if Tranſmigration be, 
Some Bear or Lion 1s reſerv'd for thee. | 
Mor. Take heed thou convt not in that Lion's way © 
H 


LTo bis Father, 


i proÞheſie thou wilt thy Soul convey 
into a Lamb, and be again my Prey, 
Hence with that Dreaming Prieſt. 
Nour. Let me prepare 
The poisnous Draught : his Death ſhall be my care ; 
Near my Apartment let him Pris'ner be, 
That I his hourly ebbs of Life may ſee. 
Auy. My Life I would not ranſom with a Pray : 
'Tis vile, fince *tis not worth my Fathers care., 
I go not, Sir, indebted ta my Grave | : 
You paid your ſelf, and took the Life you gave. [CExts. 
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J2 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


Emp, O that 1 had more ſenſe of Virtue left, L.A/de. 
Or were of that, which yet remains, bereft. 
Fve juſt enough taknow how 1 offend, 
And, to my Shame, have not enoughto. mend. 
Lead to the Moſque —_ ; | 
Mor. Love's pleaſures, why ſhould dull Devotion ſtay ? 
Heav'a to my Aele/3nda's but the way. PIN 
CExeunt Emperour, Morat, ##a Train. 
Zayd. Sure Aurenge-Zebe has ſomewhat of Divine, 
Whoſe Virtue through ſo dark a Cloud can ſhine. : 
Fortune has from 1orat this day remov'd | 
The greateſt Rival, and the beſt beloy*@. 
Nour. He is not yet remov'd. 
Zayd, —»—— —- — He Lives, *tis true ; 
But ſoon muſt die, and, what I' mourn, by you. : | 
Nour. My Zayda, may thy words Prophetick be, [Embracing her Eageris. 
I take the Omen, let him die by me. 
He ſtifPd in my Arms, ſhall loſe his breath : 
And Life it ſelf ſhall envious be of Death. 
Zayd. Bleſs me, you Pow'rs above ! 
Nour, —— Why doſt thou ſtart ? 
is Love ſo ſtrange ? Or have not I a Heart ? 
Could Aurenge-Ztbe o lovely ſeem to thee, 
And I want Eyes that Noble Worth to ſee ? 
Thy little Soul was but to wonder mov'd : 
My Senſe of it was higher, and I loy'd. 
That Man, that God-like Man, ſo brave, ſo great ; 
But theſe are thy ſmall Praiſes I repeat. 
I'm carry'd by a Tide of Love away : 
He's ſomewhat more than I my ſelf can ſay. 
Zayd., Though all the Idea's you can form be true, 
fie muſt not, cannot be poſleſs'd by you, 
[f contradicting Int"reſts conld be mixt, 
Natare her felt hath caſt a Bar betwixt. 
And e'er you reach to this incetnous Love, 
You muit Divine, and Human Rights remove. 
Nour. Count this among the wonders Loye has done : 
1 h2d forgot, he was my Husband's Son ! 
Zayd. Nay, more you have. forgot who is your own: 
For whom your care fo long deſign'd the Throne. 
47:rat muſt fall, if Aurenge-Zebe ſhould riſe. Des 
Nour. *Tis true ; but who was &er in Love, and Wile. 
Why was that fatal knot of Marriage ty'd, 
Which did, by making us too near, divide ? 
Divides me from my Sex ! for Heav'n, I find, 
Excludes but me alone of Woman-kind. 


The Great Mogul. 


1 ftand with Guilt confounded, loſt with ſhame, 
And yet made wretched only by a Name. 
If Names have ſuch Command on Human Life, 
Love ſure's a name that's more Divine than Wife, 
That Sov'reign Power all Guilt from Action takes, 
At leaſt the ſtains are beautiful it makes. 
Zayd. Th" incroaching ill you early ſhould oppoſe - 
Flatter'd, *tis worſe and by indulgence grows. 
Nour. Alas ! and what havel not ſaid or done ? 
I fought it to the laſt : and Love has won. 
A bloudy Conqueſt ; which deſtru&ion brought, 
And ruin'd all the Country where he fought, 
Whether this Paſſion irom above was ſent, 
The Fate of him Heav'n favours to prevent, 
Or as the curſe of Fortune in exceſs ; 
That, ſtretching, would beyond its reach poſſeſs. 
And, with a Taſte which plenty does deprave, 
Loaths lawful good, and lawleſs ill does crave ? 
Zayd. But: yet conſider — - 
Nour. No, 'tis loſs of time: 
Think how to farther, and divert my Crime, 
My Artful Engiaes inſtantly I'll move : 
And chuſe the ſoft and gentleſt hour of Love, 
The under Provolt of the Fort is mine, 
But ſee, Morat ! 1 whiſper my deſign. 


| Enter Morat with Arimant, as talking: Attendants. 
Arim, And for that cauſe was not in publick ſeen - 

Bue ſtays in Priſon with the Captive Queen. 
Moy. Let my Attendants wait ; Þ ll be alone - 

Where leaſt of State, there moſt of Loveis ſaown. 


Nour. My Son, your bus'neſs is not hard to gueſs ; [To Morat:; 


Long abſence makes you eager to poſleſs. 
I will not importune you by my ſtay z 9 
She merits all the Love which you can pay. [Exit with Zayd. 
Re-enter Arimant with Meleſinda : then Exit Morat, runs to Melelinda, 
and Embyaces her, 
Moy. Should I not chide you, that you choſe to ſtay, 
In gloomy ſhades, and loſt a Glorious Day ? 
Loſt the Firſt Fruits of Joy you ſhould poſlels, 
In my return, and made my Triumph leſs ? ._ | 
Mel. Should I not chide, that you could ſtay and ſee, 
Thoſe Joys, preferring publick Pomp to me ? 
Through my dark Cell your ſhouts of Triumph rung : 
I heard with pleaſure ; but I thought 'em long, 
Mor. The publick will in Trumphs rudely ſhare - 
And. Kings the rudeneſs of their Joys muſt bear. 
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But I made haſte to ſet my Captive free : 
And thought that Work was only worthy me. 
"the Fame of Ancient Matrons you purſue ; 
And ſtand a blameleſs pattern to the new. 
t have not words to praiſe ſuch Acts as theſe - 
But take my Heart, and mould it as you pleaſe. 
AMel, A Trial of your Kindneſs I muſt make, 
Though not for mine ſo much as Virtue's ſake, 
The Queen of Caſſimeer. 
Aor. No more, my Love ; 
That only ſuit I beg you not to move. 


That ſhe's in bonds for Aurenge-Zebe I know, e 
Ang ſhould, by my conſent, continue ſo, 
The good old Man, I fear, will Pity ſhow. $ | 


My rather dotes, and let him {till dote on ; 
He buys his Miſtriſs dearly with his Throne. 
el. See her ; and then be cruc] 1f you can. 
Aer. *Tisnot with me as with a private Man, 
Such may be ſway'd by Honour. or by Love ; 
But Monarchs, only, by their Int*reſt move. 
A7cl. Heav*n does a Tribute for-your Peri?r demand, 
He leaves tir” oppreſt and poor upon your hand. 
And thoſe who Stewards of his pity prove, 
He Bleſles, in return, with publick Love. 
In his Diſtreſs ſome Miracle is ſhown : 
If exiPd, Heav'n reſtores him to his Throne, 
He needs no Guard while any SubjeQ's near, 
Nor, like his Tyrant Neighbours, lives in fear. 
No Plots th' Alarm to his retirements give : 
*Tis all Mankind's concera that he ſhould live. 
Mor. You promis'd Friendfhip in your low Eſtate ; 
And ſhould forget it in your better Fate. | « 
Such Maxims are more plauſible than true z 
But ſomewhat mult be giv'n to Love and you. 
I'!t view tkis Captive Queen ; to let her ſee, 
Pray'rs and Complaints are loſt on ſuch as me. | 
Me. T1I bear the news : Heav'n knows how much I'm pleagd, 
That, by my care, th' afflicted may be eas'd. 


fs She is going off, Enter Indamora.] 


ind, Fl ſpare your pains, and venture out alone, 
Since you, fair Princeſs, my Prote&ion own. : ; 
But you, brave Prince, a harder Task muſt find ; {To Morat kneeling, who 
In faving me, you would but half be kind. takes hey up. 
An humbie Suppliant at your Feet I lie ; 
You þave condemw'd my better part to die, 


Without 


The Great Mogul. 
Without my Aurenge-Zebe I cannot live ; 
Revoke his Doom, or elſe my Sentence give. 

Me. I: Mele/inda in your Love have part, 
Which, to ſuſpect, would break my tender Heart, 
If Love, like mine, may for a Lover plead, 
By the chaſt pleaſures of our Nuptial Bed. 
By all the Int'reſts my paſt ſufferings make, 
And all I yet would ſuffer for your ſake. 
By you your ſelf, the laſt and deareſt tye—— 
Mor. You move in vain ; for Aurenge-Zebe muſt dis; 
Ind. Conld that Decree from any Brother come ? 
Nature her ſelf is Sentenc'd in your Doom. 

Piety is no more, ſhe ſees her place 
Uſurp'd by Monſters, and a ſavage Race. 

From her ſoft Eaſtern Climes you drive her forth, 

To the cold Manſions of the utmoſt North. 

How can our Prophet ſuffer you to Reign, 

When he looks down and ſees your Brother-ſlain ? 

Avenging Furies will your Life purſue : 

Think there's a Heav'n, Morat, though not for you. 

4:1, Her Words imprint a terror on my Mind, 

What if this D-ath, which is for him deſign'd. 

Had beer your doom, (far be cat Augury ! ) 

And you, not Aur-npe-Zebe, condemuwd todie ? 

Weiph well rhe varinus turns of Eumane Fate, 

And :. 2k, oy Vercy, tr: i=cure yont State. 

[4 Hay Heav*n the Crown for Aurenge-Zebe, deſignd, 


4 


Pity, for vc2, had pierc'd his geperous Mind, ” 
Pity does wick a Nable Nature ſuit - 
A Brotiiei's Life cad ſuffer'd av diſpute, 
All things ave tigat in Life, our Prophet's care, 
Commands ti:2 Beings ev'n of Brutes to ſpare. 
Though Int'reſt lis reſtraint has juſtify'd, 
Can Lifc, and to a Brother, be deny'd ? . 
Mor. All Reaſons for his ſafety urg'd, are weak : 
And yet methinks 'tis Heav'n to hear you ſpeak. 
Ae. *Tis part-of your own Being to invade 
Mor. Nay, if ſhe fail to move, would you perſiwade ? CTUurning to 
My Brother does a Glorious Fate purſue, Indamora. 
[ envy him, that he muſt fall for you. 
He had been baſe had he releas'd his Right, 
For ſuch an Empire none but Kings ſhould Fight. 
If with a Father he diſputes this Prize, 
My wonder ceaſes when I ſee theſe Eyes. . : 
Mel. And can you then deny thoſe Eyes-you praiſe * 
Can Beauty wonder, and not Pity raiſe ? 
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Mor. Your interceſſion now is needleſs grown : 
Retire, and let me ſpeak with her alone. 
| [Meleſinda retires, weeping, to the {ide of the Theatr», 
Queen, that you may not fruitleſs Tears employ, [Tanking Indamora's hang. 
i bring you news to fill your heart with Joy : 
Your Lover King of all the Eaſt ſhall Reign :- 
For Aurcnge-Zebe to Morrow ſhall be ſlain. 
Ind. The hopes you rais'd y*have blaſted with a Breath - [Starting back, 
With Triumphs you began, but end with Death. 
Did you not fay, my Lover ſhould be King ? 
or, 1, in Morat, the beſt of Lovers bring ? 
For one forſaken both of Earth and Heav'n, 
Your kinder Stars a Nobler choice have given. 
My Father, while I pleaſe, a King appears ; 
His Pow'r is more declining than his Years. 
An Emperour and Lover but in ſhow : %* 
But you, in me, have Youth and Fortune too. 
As Heav'n did to your Eyes and Form Divine, 
Submir the Fate of all the Imperial Line. 
So was It order'd by its wiſe Decree, 
That you ſhould find *em all compriz'd in me. 
I:4, If, Sir, I ſeem not diſcompos'd with Rage, 
Feed not your Fancy with a falſe preſage. 
Farther to preſs your Courtſhip is but vain : 
A cold refuſal carries more diſdain, 
Unſetled Virtue ſtormy may appear - 
Honour, like mine, ſerenely is ſevere. 
To ſcorn your Perſon, and rejc& your Crown, 
Diſorder not my Face into a Frown. [Turns from him. 
Ar. Your Fortune you ſhould rev'rently have usd ; 
Such offers are not twice to be refus'd, 
I go to Aurenge-Zebe, and am in hafte - 
For your Commands, they're like to be the laſt. 
Ind, Tell him, , 
With my own death I would his Life redeem : 
But, leis than Honour, both our Lives eſteem. 
Mor. Have you no more ? 
Ing, —— What I ſhall I do or fay ? 
He muſt not in this fury go away. 
Tell him, I did in vain his Brother move; 
And yethe falſly ſaid he was in Love. 
Falſly ; for had he truly lov'd, at leaſt, 
He would have giv'n one day tomy Requeſt, 
A little yielding may my Love advance : 
She darted from her Eyes a fide-long-glance, 
Juſt as ſhe ſpoke ; and, like her words it flew : 
Seed not to beg, what yet ſhe bid me do, 


The Great Mogul. 


A Brother, Madam, cannot give a day ; 
A Servant, and who hopes to Merit, may. 
Mel. If, Sir 


Mor, No more—ſet Speeches, and a formal Tale, 


With none but States-Men and grave Fools prevail, 
Dry up your Tears, and praCtiſe every-Grace, 
That fits the Pageant of your Royal Place. 

Mel. Madam, the ſtrange reverſe of Fate you ſee - 
[ pity you, now you may pity me. 

Ind, Poor Princeſs ! thy hard Fate I could bemoan, 
Had I not nearer Sorrows of my own. | 
Beauty is ſeldom fortunate, when great : 

A valt Eſtate, but over-charg'd with Debt. 
Like thoſe whom Want to baſeneſs does betray : 
I'm forc'd to flatter him I cannot pay. 

O would he be content to ſeize the Throne : 

] beg the Life of Aurenge-Zebe alone, 


- 


Whom Heav'n would bleſs, from Pomp it will remove, 


And make their Wealth in Privacy and Love. 


37 


FTo her, 


[Coming to him. 


LEXiH. 
CTo Indamora, 
Exit after bim. 


_[Exw. 


—_ 


ACT 1v. 


Aurenge Zebe Solas. 


Iſtruſt, and Darkneſs of a future State, 

ID Make poor Mankind ſo fearful of their Fate. 
Death, in it ſelf, is nothing ; but we fear 

To be we know-not what, we know not where, 
This is the Ceremony of my Fate : _ 
A parting Treat ;z and Pm to die in State, 
They lodge me, as were I the Per/zan King : 
And with Luxurious Pomp my Death they bring, 


| To him Nourmahal. 


Nour, I thought before you drew your lateſt breath 


To ſmooth your paſlage, and to ſoften death ; 
For { would have you, when you upward move, 
Speak kindly of me, to our Friends above. 

Nor name me there th' occaſion of your Fate ; 
Or what my Intereſt does impute to Hate. 


Aur. 1 ask not for what end your Pomp's delign'd ; 


Whether t inſult, or to compoſe my Mind : 
[ mark*d it not. _ 


\ 


P- -. 


[Soft Muſick. 


But 
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' Stood firm collected in my Strength within. 


33 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


But, k32wing Death woud ſoon th* Aſſault begin, 


To guard that breach did all my Forces guide, 


And Iett unman'd the quiet Senſes fide, 


Nour. Becauſe Morat from me his being took, 


All I can fay will much ſuſpected look. 


"Tis little to confeſs your Fate { grieve ; 
Yet more than you would calily believe. 

Aur, Since my inevitable death you know, | 
You ſafely unavailiog pity ſhow -* © 
*Tis Popular to mourn a dying Foe. 

Nour. You made my Liberty: your late Requeſt : 

Is no return due from a grateful Breaſt ? 
I grow impatient, till | find ſome way, 
Great Offices, with greater, to repay. ” 

Aur, When I conlider'd Life, *tis all a cheat : 
Yet, fool'd with hope, Men favour the deceit. 
Trult on, and think to Morrow will repay : 


_ To Morrow's falſer than the former day. 


Lics worſe ; and while it ſays, we ſhall be bleſt, 

With ſome new joys, cuts'off what we poſleſt. 

Strange Couzenage ! none would live paſt years again, 

Yet all hope pleaſure in what remain, 

And, from the dregs of Life think to receive, 

What the firſt ſprightly running could not give, 

Fm tird with waiting for this Chymick Gold, 

Which Fools us Young, and Beggars us when Old. 
Nour. *Tis not for nothing that we life purſue ;. 

[t pays our hopes with ſomething ſtill that's new. 


' Each day's a Miſtreſs, unenjoy'd before ; 


Like Travellers, we're pleas'd with ſeeing more. 
Did you but know what Joys your way attend, 
You would not hurry tq your journeys end. 

Aur, I need. not haſte the end of Life to meet ; 
The precipice is juſt beneath my Feet, 

Nour, Think cot my ſenſe of Virtue is ſo ſmall : 
FIl rather leap down firſt, and break your tall. 


My Aurenge-Zebe, (may I not call you ſo ? ) LT aking bins by the band. 
Behold me now no longer as your Foe. | ; 

I am not, cannot be your Enemy : 

Look, is there any malice in my Eye ? | 

Pray Sir [Both 38. 


Thar diſtance ſhews too much Reſpe& or Fear ; - * 


You'll! find no danger in approaching Lear. 
Aur, Forgive th? amazement of my doubtful ſtate ; 


This kindaeſs from the Mother of Morat. 


.# ; 

The Great Mopul. 

Or ist ſome Ange], pitying what I bore, 
Who takes that ſhape, to make my wonder more ? 
Nour, Think me your better Geniws in diſguiſe ; 

Nor any thing that more may charm your Eyes. 

Your Guardian Angel never could excel, 

In care, nor could he Love. his charge ſo well. 
Aur, Whence can proceed ſo wonderful a change * 
Nour. Can kindneſs to deſert like yours be ſtrange ; 

Kindneſs by ſecret Sympathy is ty'd ; 

For Noble Souls in Nature are ally'd. 

{ ſaw with what a brow you brav'd* your Fate ; 

Yet with what boldneſs bore your Father's hate. 

My Virtne, like a-ſtring wound up by Art, 

To the ſame ſound, when yours was touch'd, took part, 

At diſtance ſhook, and trembled at my Heart. 

Aur, FI not complain my Father is unkind, 

Since ſo much pity from a Foe 1 find, 

Juſt Heav'n reward this AQ. 

Nour. *Tis well the Debt no payment does demand, 

You turn me over to another hand. 

But happy, happy ſhe, 

And with the Bleſs'd above to.be compar'd, 


Whom you your ſelf would, with your ſelf, reward : a 


The greateſt, nay, the faireſt of her kind, 
Would envy her that Bliſs which you deſign'd. 
Aur. Great Princes thus, when Favourites they raiſe, 
To juſtifie their Grace, their Creatures praiſe. 
Nour. As Love the Nobleſt paſſion we account, 
So to the higheſt QbjeR& it ſhould mount. 
It ſhews you brave when mean deſires you ſhun, 
An Eagle only can behold the Sun. 
And fo muſt you ; if yet, preſage Divine, 
There be in Dreams, or was't a Viſion mine ? 
Aur, Of me ? 
Nour. 
| dreanrd, your Love was by Love's Goddels ſought. 
Officious Cupids, hov*ring o'er your head, 
Held Myrtle wreaths - beneath your Feet was ſpread. 
What Sweets ſo&er Sabean Springs diſcloſe, 
Our Indian Jeſmine, or the Syrian Roſe. 
The wanton Miniſters around you ſtrove, 
for ſervice, and inſpir'd their Mother's Love - 
Cloſe by your ſide, and languiſhing, ſhe lies, 
With bluſhing Cheeks, ſhort Breath and wiſhing Eyes ; 
Upon your Breaſt ſupinely lay her Head, 
While, on your Face, her famiſh'd ons ſhe fed. 
| 2 


And who could elſe employ my Thovght ? 
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Then, with a-Sigh, into theſe words ſhe broke, 
(And gather'd humid Kiſles as ſhe ſpoke.) 
Duil, and Ingrateful ! moſt I offer Love ? 
Deliir'd by gods,” and envy'd ev'n by Fove - 
And doſt thou Ignorance or Fear pretend ? 
Mean Soul ! and dar'ſt not-gloriouſly offend ? 
Then, prefling thus his hand | 
Aur, I'll hear no more, [Riſing up. 
'Twas impious to have underſtood before, - 
And 1, till now, endeavour'd to miſtake, 


TH' inceſtuous meaning which too plain you make. 


Nour. And why this niceneſs to that pleaſure ſhown, 
Where Nature ſums up all her Joys in one. 
Gives all ſhe can, and labouring ſtill to give, 
Makes it ſo great, we can but taſte and live. 
So fills the Senſes, that the Soul ſeems fled, 
And thought it ſelf does, for the time, lie dead, 
Till like a String ſcru'd up with eager haſte, 


| Ir breaks, and is too exquilite to laſt ? 


Aur, Heay®ns ! can you this, without juſt vengeance, here ? 
When will you Thunder, if it now be clear ? _ | 
Yet her alone let not your Thunder ſerze : 
I, too, deſerve to die, becauſe I pleaſe. _ 
Nour. Cuſtom our Native Royalty does awe ; 
Promiſcuous Love is Nature's general Law: 
For whoſoever the firſt Lovers were, - 
Brother and Siſter made the ſecond pair, 
And doubled by their Love, theirPiety. 
Aur. Hence, hence, and to ſome barbarous Climate fly, 
Which only Brutes in humane Form does yield, 
And. Man grows wild in Nature's common Field. 
Who eat their Parents, Piety pretend-; 
Yet there no Sons their Sacred Bed aſcend. 
To vail great Sins, a greater. Crime you chuſe ;- 
And, in your lacs, your Adultery loſe. 
Nour, In vain this havghty fury you have ſhown, 
How I adore a Soul ſo like my own ! 
You muſt be mine, that you may learn to live - 
Know Joys, which only ſhe who loves can give. 
Nor think that Action you upbraid, ſo il] : 
1 am not chang'd ; I love my Husband ſtill. 
But love him as tie was, when Youthful Grace, 
And the firlit down began to ſhade his Face, 
That {mage does my Virgin-flames renew, 
And all your Fathers ſhines more bright in you, 
Aur. In ime a horror of my ſelf you raiſe; _ 
Curg'd by your Love, and blaſted by your Praiſe. 


You 


6) 


| You find new ways to proſecute my Fate ; 


.. The Great Megul. 


And your leaſt guilty Paſſion was your Hate, 
Nour, I beg my death if you can Love deny, ' [Offering him a Dagger. 
Aur. Tl grant you nothing ; no, not ev'n to die. | 
Nour. Know then, you are not halt ſo kind asI. [Stamps with ber Foot. 


Enter. Mutes, ſome with Swords drawn, one with a Cup, 


You've choſen, and may now repent. too late; 

Behold th' effet of what you wiſt'd, my hate. 

This Cup,a Cure for both our il!s has brought : [Taking the Cup to preſent hins, 
You need not fear a Philtre in the Draught. 


Aur. All-muſt be Poiſon which can come from thee, [Receiving it from hey. 


But this the leaſt t immortak Liberty. 
This firſt I pour -like dying Socrates : CSpilling a little of ,:. 


Grim though he be, Death pleaſes when he frees. 


As he is going to Drink, Enter Morat attended. 


Mor. Make not ſuch haſte,. you muſt my leiſure ſtay - 
Your Fate's deferr'd, you ſhall not die to day. CT aking the Cup from hin. 
Nour, What fooliſh pity has poſſeſs'd your Mind, 
To alter what your Prudence once deſign'd ? 
Mor, What if { pleaſe to lengthen out his Date, 
A Day, and take a pride to cozen Fate ? 
Nour. *Twill not be ſafe to let him live an hour. 
Moy. I'll do't, to ſhew my Arbitrary Pow'r. 
Nour. Fortune may take him from your hands again, 
And you repent th' occaſion loſt in vain. | 
Moy. I ſmile at what your Female fear foreſees :. 
I'm in Fate's place, -and diQtate her Decrees. | 
Let Arimant be call'd. [Exit one of bis Attendants . 
' Aur, Give me the Poiſon, and I'll end your-ftrife : 
] hate to keep a poor precarious Life. 
Would I my ſafety on baſe terms receive, 
Know, Sir, I could have liv'd without:your leave.. 
But thoſe I could accuſe, I can forgive - 
By my diſdainful Silence, let *em live. . 


Nour, What am I, that you dareto bind my hand ? [To Morat.. 


So low ! P've not a Murder at Command ! 

Can you not 9ne poor Life to her afford, 

Her, who gave up whole Nations to your Sword ? 

And from th abundance of whoſe:Soul and Heat, . 

Th' overflowing ſerv'd to make your Mind fo great. 
Mor. What did that Greatneſs in a Woman's Mind ?: 

Ill lodg?d and weak to AQ what it defignd.  - 

Pleaſures your Portion, and your ſlothful eaſe ; 


When Man's at leiſure, ſtudy how to pleaſe. Softer:; 


4r 


| 20 - © + - 
Soften his angry hours with ſervile care, 
And when he calls the ready Feaſt prepare, 
From Wars, and from affairs of State abſtain - 
Women Emaſculate a Monarch's Reign. 
And murmuring Crouds who ſee 'em ſhine with Gold, 
That Pomp, as their own raviſh'd Spoils behold. 
" Nour. Rage choaks'my words: *tis Womanly to weep? [ A4/ide. 
In my ſwoll'n Breaſt my cloſe Revenge I'll keep, 8 
1'l} watch his tender'ſt part, and there ſtrike deep. CEx/H. 
Aur, Your ſtrange proceeding does my wonder move ; | 
Yet ſeems not to expreſs a Brother's Love. 
Say to what cauſe xy reſcu'd Life I owe. 
or. If what you ask would pleaſe, you ſhould not know. 
Bur fince that knowledge, more than Death, will grieye, 
Know, Indamora gain'd you this Reprieve. 
Aur. And whence had ſhe the Pow'r to work your change ? 
Ator. The pow'r of Beauty is not new or ſtrange, 
Should ſhe command me more, I could obey ; 
But her Requeſt was bounded with a day, 
Take that + and, if you'll ſpare my farther Crime, 
Be kind, and grieve to death againſt your time. 
Enter Arimant. 
Remove this Pris'ner to ſome ſafer place - 
He has, for Indamora'a ſake, found Grace. 
And, from my Mother's Rage muſt guarded be, 
Till you receive a new Command from me. C2, n 
Arim. Thus Love, and Fortune, perſecute me ſtill, % 
And make me Slave to every Rival's Will.  [4fide. 
Aur, How I diſdain a Life, which I muſt buy, 
V/ith your conterapr, and her inconſtancy. 
For a few hours, my whole content I pay : 
You. ſhall not ſorce on me-another day. LExit with Arimant. 
: Enter Meleſinda. 
Atl. 1 have been ſeeking you this hours long ſpace, 
And fear'd*to find you in another place. | 
But, fince you're here, my jealoufie grows les : 
You will be kind to my unworthineſs. . 
What ſhall I ſay, I love to that degree, 
Each glance another way 1s.robb'd from me. 
Avſence, and Priſons I could bear again ; 
But fink, and die, beneath your leaſt diſdain. 
21or. Why do you give your Mind this needleſs care, 
And, for your ſelf, and me, pew pains prepare. ? 
I ne'er approv*d this Paſlion in exceſs : 
If you would ſhew your Love, diſtruſt me leſs, 
I tate to be purſu'd from place to place : 
Meet, at each turn, a ſtale domeſtick Face, 
0 


TH approach of Jealouſie Love cannot bear, 
He's Wild, and ſoon on Wing, if watchful Eyes come near, 
Mel. From-your lov'd Preſence, how can I depart ? 
- My Eyes purſue the obje&t of my Heart, 
Moy. You talk as if jt wereour Bridal Night : 
Fondneſs is {511 th effe& of new Delight, _ 
And Marriage but the pteaſure of a Day : pr 
The MetaPs baſe, the guilding worn away. 
Mel. 1 fear 'm guilty of ſome great offence, 
And that has bred this cold indifference. 
Mor, The greateſt in the World to Fleſh and Bloud : 
You fondly love myci3 longer than you ſhou'd. 
Mel. It that be all which makes your diſcontent, 
Of ſuch a Crime I never can repent. "of 
Mor. Would you force Love upon me, which I ſhun ? 
And bring courſe Fare, when Appetite 15 gone ? 
Mel. Why did I not, in Priſon, die before 
My fatal freedom made me ſuffer more ? 
] had been pleas'd to think I dy'd for you, 
And doubly plead becauſe you then were true, 
Then I had hope, but now, alas, have none, 
Moy. You ſay you love me ; let that Love be ſhown, 
'Tis in your power to make my happineſF: 
Mel. Speak gong : tocommand meis to bleſs. 
Mor, To Indamora you my Suit muſt move : 
Yowll ſure ſpeak kindly of the Man you love. 
Mel. Oh ! rather Jet me periſh by your hand, 
Than break my Heart, by this unkind Command. 
Think *tis the only one I could deny_, 
And that *tis harder to refuſe than die. 
Try, if you pleaſe, my Rival's Heart to win - 
Pl bear the pain, but not promote the in. 
You own whateer perfections Man can boaſt, 
And if ſhe view you with my Eyes ſhe's loſt. 
Mor. Here I renounce all Love, all Nuptial ties 
Henceforward live a ſtranger to my Eyes : 
When I appear, ſee you avoid the place, 
And haunt me not with that unlucky Face. 
Mel. Hard, as it is, I this command obey. 
And haſte, while I have life, to go away. 
In pity ſtay ſome hours, till I am dead, 
That blameleſs you may court my. Rivals Bed, 
My hated Face 11 not preſume to ſhow ; \ 
Yet I may watch your ſteps where-c'er you go. 
Unſeen, P11 gaze; and with-my Jateſt breath,  [Weepeng. 
Beſs, while I die, the Author of my death. 
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2 Enter Emperor. 
Emp. When your Triumphant Fortune high appears, 
What Cavſe can draw theſe unbecoming Tears 2 
Let chearfulneſs on happy Fortune wait, 
And give not thus the Counter-time to Fate, 

el. Fortune long frown'd, and has but lately ſmil'd ; 

1 doubt a Foe fo newly reconcil'd.- 
' You ſaw but Sorrow in its watning Form, 
A working Sea, remaining from a Storm. J.. 
When the now weary Waves roul o'er the deep, 
And faintly murmur eer they fall aſleep. 

Emp. Your inward Griefs you {mother in your Mind ; 
But Fame's loud Voice proclaims your Lord unkind; 

Mor, Let Fame be buſie where ſhe has to do; 

Tell of fought Fields, and every pompous ſhow. 
Thoſe Tales are fit to fill the People Ears : 
Monarch's unqueſtion'd, move in higher Spheres, 

Mel, Believe not Rumor, but your ſelfi; and ſee ; 
The kindneſs *twixt my plighted Lord and me, . [Xing Mor, 
This is our State; thus happily we live; -. | 
Theſe are the Quarrels which we take and give. 

Aſade to Mor.) I had no other way to force a Kiſs, 

Forgive my laſt farewel to you, and Bliſs. - | [Exit, 
- . Emp, Your havghty carriage fhews too much of Scorn, 
And Love, like hers, deſerves not that retrirn. : 

Mor, .You'll pleaſe to leave me Judge of what I dc. 
And 1ot examine by the outward;ſhow. 


| 
\ 


Your uſage of my Mother might be good : | | = 
judge it not. | 
Emp, =——- Nor was it fit you ſhou'd. 


Mor. Then, in as equal Ballance weigh my Deeds, 
Emp. My Right, and my Authority, exceeds. 
Suppoſe (what Þ'1l not grant) Injuſtice done ; 
Is judging.me the Duty of a Son ? 
Mor, Not of a Son, - but of an Emperor : 
You cancell'd Duty when you gave me pow'r. 
If your own Attions on your Will you ground, 
Mine ſhall hercafter know no other bound, | 
What meaat you when you call'd me to a Throne ? 
Was i: to pleaſe m2 with a Namealone ? | 
Emp. *T was that I thought your gratitude would know . 
_ What to my partial kindneſs you did owe : 
T-hat what your Birth did to your Claim deny, 
Your merit of Obedience might ſupply. | 
Ar. To your own thoughts ſuch hopes you might propoſe ; 
But I took Empire nqt on terms like thoſe, 


1 
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Of buſinsfs you complain'd ,, now take your caſe : 
Enjoy waat eer decrepid Age can pleaſe - 
Ear, Sleep, and tell long Tales of what you were 
In fow'r of Youth, if any one will hear, | 
Emp. Pow r like new Wine, does your weak Brain ſorprize 
And irs mad fumes, in hot diſcourſes, riſe ; ; 
By? t1me theſe giddy Vapours will remove : 
Mean while I'll taſte the {-5er joys of Love. 
Mr. You cannot Love, nor Þleatvres take, or pive ; 
But Life begin, when *tis too late io live, 
On a tir'd Courler yen purſue delight, 
L-: #ip your Morning, and ſet ont at Night. 
If , ow 1ave livd, take thankfully the paſt - 
\.:Ke, as you can, the ſweet Remembrance laft. 
It vou have not enjoy'd what Youth could give, 
But :,:fe ſuuik throngh you like a leaky Sieve. 
Ar-.n1- your ſei? you liv'd not while you might ; 
3ur, inthe Captive Qheen reſig:i your Right. 
Pre now reſolv'd to fill your uſeleſs Place; | 
1.1 take that Poſt to cover your diſgrace, © , 
An'' Leve her for the honour of my Race. } 
E:2y, Thou doſt but try how far I can forbear, 
Nor art that Monſter which thou would'ſt appear. 
But do not wantonly my Paſſion move ; 
I pardon nothing that relates to Love. 
My Fury does like jealous Forts, purſue 
With death, ev'en Strangers who but come to view. 
. Mor. I did not only view, but will invade : 
Could you ſhed Venom from your Reverend Shade. 
Like Trees, beneath whoſe Arms 'tis death to ſleep : 
Did rouling Thunder your fenc'd Fortreſs keep. 
Thence would I ſnatch my Semele, like Jove, 
And midft the dreadful wrack enjoy my Love. 
Emp. Have I for this,” ungrateful as thou art, 
When Right, when Nature, , ſtrugg!'d in my Heart, 
When Heav*n call'd on me for thy Brother's Claim), 
Broke all, an full'd my unſpotted Fame ? : 
Wert thou to Empire, by my baſeneſs brought, 
And wouldſt thou raviſh what fo dear I bought ? 
Dear ! For my Conſcience and its - Peace 1 gave - 
Why was my Reaſon ma my Paſſions Slave ? 
I ſee Heaven's Juſtice ; thi3 the Pow'rs Divine | 
Pay Crimes with Crimes, and puniſh mine by thine. 
Moy. Crimes let them pay, arid punifh as they pleaſe : 
What Pow'r makes mine, by Pow'r I mean to ſeize. 
Since *tis to that they their own greatneſs owe .- 
Above, why ſhould they queſtion __ below ? CExit. _ 


- 5 


S " > EXE = oo Cx pg = 
AS, ee: 
Ile 


Kee = 1 omen. = ae <5 <3 
> rp det” 


0! phe 


Fs waa LO 


> 
by hes hos BI. 4 
6 Bi _ 


P47 "I. 5 _ 
4 %, FOI Bo 8 » , —_ v as 2” 5! SAG Yo ei . ” ow bo omct 
1 — " 6 . L == rn W. VL A © . * —— —_— > — © 
EN Fa i = A. AE TOR TT Fw CT a 
Y +4 , es... COTS ; . - I 


MN 


. 

- bs 

4 or 
7 4 At 


: 2 onout; 
LL 


: is p ; 202 
Ws $03 2 9 


=Y 


, "9 Ws 


"YI 
oo .--t ITY 


Bo nd. "is. 
"a —w—w_—w—____ 


36 AURENGEZEBE: Or. © 


Emp . Prudence, thou vainly. in our Youth art ſought, 
And with Age purchas'd Art too dearly bought, | 
We're paſt the uſe of Wit, for. which we toil ; 

LateFruit, and planted in too cold a Soil, 

My ſtock of Fame is laviſh'd and decay'd ; * @t 

No profit of the vaſt profuſion made, 

Too ate my Folly I repent ; I know 

My A4:renge-Zebe would n&er have us'd me ſo. 

But, by his ruin I prepar'd my own ; 

And, like'g naked Tree, my ſhelter gone, : & 

To Winds and. Winter-ſtorms muſt ſtand expog'd alone. 5 [Ext 


S - 


| Aurenge-Zebe, Arimant, | 
Atrim, Give me not Thanks, which I will ne'er deſerve; 
But know, *tis for a Nobler Price I ſerve. 


By Indamora's Will youre hither brought : 


All my reward, in her command I ſought. 
The reſt your Letters tell you See, like Light, 
She comes, and I mult vaniſh, like the Night, CExtF. 


Enter Indamora. 
ind. *Tis now that I begin to live again - 
Heay'ns, I forgive you all my fear and pain. 


. Since I behold my Aurenge-Zebe appear, 


t-could not buy him at a price too dear. 
His name alone afforded me relief, 
Repeated as a Charm to cure my grief, 
[ that loy'd Name did, as ſome God, invoke, 
And printed Kiſſes.on it while I ſpoke... 
Aur, Short eaſe : but long, long pains from you I find; 
Health, to my Eyes ; but Poiſon, to my Mind, 
Why are you made fo cxcellently fair ? 
So much above what other Beauties are, 
That, ev'n in curfinz,._you new form my Breath, 
And make me bleſs thoſe Eyzs, which give me Death ? 
I:zd. What reaſon fpr your Curſes can you find ? 
My Eyes your Conqueſt, not your Death deſign'd, 
if they offend, *tis that they are too kind. 
Aur, Theruins they have wrovght, yau will not ſee : 
Too kind they are, indeed, but not to me. + 


Ly - 


_. Fa; Think you baſe intereſt, Souls, like 1nine, can ſway ?. 


Or that, for Greatneſs, I can Love betray > - 

No, Aurcnge-Zebe, you merit all my Heart, 

And Fm too Noble but to give a part, 

Your Father, and an Empire ! am I known | 

No mote ? or have ſo weak a judgment ſhown, | 

In chyficg, you, to chaige you for a Throne ? 
*\ Th 
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, o . % 

Aur, How, with a-Troth, who would a Falſhood blind ! 53 
'Tis not my Father's Love you have deſign'd ; 4 
Your Choice is fix'd where Youth and Pow*r are joyn'd, 3 

Ind, Where Youth and Pow'r are joyn'd ! has he a name? 

Aur. You would be told ;- you glory in your ſhame : | ff 
There's Muſick in the Sound ; and to provoke, 3 | —_ 
Your pleaſure more, by me it muſt be ſpoke, 6 
Then, then it raviſhes, when your pleas'd Ear 
The ſound does :rom a wretched Rival hear, 

Morat's the name your Heart leaps up to meet, 29 
While Aurenge-Zebe lies dying at your Feet. 

Ind, Who told you this ? 

Aur. Are you ſo loſt to ſhame ? 
Morat, Morat, or: ; You Love the name. 
So well, your e'ry queſtion ends in that ; 

You force me ſtill to anſwer you, Morat. 
Morat, who beſt could tell hat you reveal'd ; 
1orat, too proud to keep his joy conceal'd. 

Ind, Howeer unjuſt your jealouſie appear, | 
It ſhews the loſs, of what you Love, you fear. - # 
And does my Pity, not my Anger move: 

PI fond it, as the froward Child of Love. 

To fhew the trith of my unalter'd Breaſt, 

Know, that your Life was given at my Requeſt : 

At leaſt Repriev'd. When Heav'n deny'd you aid, | 

She brought it, She, whoſe Falſhood you upbraid. 7 ® 
Aur, And tis by that you would your Falſhood hide, 

Had you not ask'd, how happy had I dy'd ! 

Accurſt Reprieve ! Not to prolong my Breath, 

It brought a lingring, and more painful 'Death. ' 

] have not liv'd ſince firſt I heard the news ; 

The Gift the guilty Giver does accuſe. | 

You knew the price, and the Requeſt-ayd move, . 

That you might pay the Ranſom with yohr Love. 

ind. Your accuſation mult, I ſee, take place z 
And I am guilty, infamous, and baſe ! 

Aur. 1f you are falie, thoſe Epithets are ſmall ; 
You're then the things, the ebſtraCt of *em all. 

And you are falſe : you promis'd him your Love, 

No other price a Heart fo hard could move. 

Do not I know him ? Ccald his Brutal Mind, 

Be wrought upon ? Could he be Juſt, or Kind. 

Inſultingly, he made your Love his boalt ; 

Gave me my Life, and told me wha it coſt. | 

Speak ; Anſwer. I would fain yet think you trues 

Lie; andFll not believemy {&lf, ” you. . 
2 ; 


48 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 
Tell me you Love; 11] pardon the deceit, 
And, to be fool'd ; my ſelf aſſiſt the chear. 
Ind. No , *tis too late: I have no more to ſay, 
If you'll believe I have been falſe, you may. 
Aur. 1 would not ; but your Crimes too plain appexr : 
Nay, even that I ſhould think you trne, you fear, 
Did 1 not tell you, I would be deceiv'd ? 
Ind. I'm not concern'd to have my Truth believ'd, 
You would be Cozen'd / would afſiit the Cheart ! 
But I'm too plain to joyn in the deceit : 
I'm pleas'd you think me falſe—— 
And, whatſoc'er my Letter did pretend, 
1 made this meeting for no other end. 
Aur. Kill me not quite, with this indifference--- 
When you are guiltleſs, boaſt not an offence. 
\ I know you better than your ſelf you know : 
Your Heart was true, bnt did ſome frailty ſhow : 
You promis'd him your Love, that I might live; 
But promis'd what you never meant to give, 
Speak, was't not ſo ? confeſs ; I can forgive ? 
Ind. Forgive, what dull excuſes you prepare ! 
As if your Thoughts of me were worth my care, _ 
Aur, A Traitreſs ! Ah Ingrate ! Ah Faithleſs Mind ! 
Ah Sex, invented firſt to damn Mankind ! 
Nature tggk care to dreſs you up for Sin : 
Adorn'd without ; unfiniſh'd left, within, 
Hence, by no Judgment you your Loves direc ; 
Talk much, ner think, and ſtillthe wrong effect. 
So much Selt-Love in your Compoſures mix'd, 
That Love to others ſtill remain unhx'd, 
freatneſs, and Noile, and Show, are your delight ; 
Yet Wilſe-Men, Love tn their own deſpight. 
And, finding in their Native Wit no-eaſe, 
Are forc'd to put your folly on to pleaſe. | 
I2a, Now you ſcall know what cauſe you have to rage ;. 
But to 1pcreafe your fury, not aſſwage : 
: found the way your Brother's Heart to move, 
Yet promis'd not the leaſt return of Love, 
His Pride, and Brutal fierceneſs I abhor ; 
But fcorn your mean, ſuſpicions of me more; 
I ow*'d my Honour and my Fame this care ; YON 
Rnow what your Folly loſt you, and deſpair. CTurning from him. 
Aur, Too cruelly your lnnocenceyou tel. 
Show Heav'n, and.damn ne to the pit of Hel}. 
Now I believe you ; cis not yet too late : * 
You m2y torgive, and put a ſtop to Fate. 
pee 


The Great Mogul. 
Save, juſt ſinking, and no more to riſe. 

How can you look with ſuch relentleſs Eyes ? 

Or let your Mind by penitence be mov'd, 

Or I'm reſolv'd to think you never love. 

You are not clear'd, unjeſs you Mercy ſpeak : 

1 think you tcok th occaſion thus to break, 
Ind. Small jealoyfie, 'tis true, inflame Deſire, 

Too great, not fam} but quite blow out the Fire.” 

Yet I did love you, till ſuch pains I bore, 

That I dare truſt my ſelf,- and you no more. 

Let me not Love you ; but here end my pain: 

Diſtruſt may make me wretched once again. 

Now, with full Sails, into the Port I move, 

And ſafely can unlade my Breaſt of Love: 

Quiet, and calm - Why ſhould l then go back, 

To tempt the ſecond hazard of a Wrack ? 


Aur, Behold theſe dying Eyes, ſee their ſubmiſſive. awe : : 


Theſe Tears, which fear of death could never draw : 
Heard you that ſigh 2 from my heav'd Heart it paſt, 
And ſaid, if you forgivernot, *tis my laſt. 

Love mounts, and _roul ;-about my ſtormy Mind, . 
Like fire, that's born by a tempeſtuous Wind. 

Oh, I could ſtifle you, with eager nafte ! 

Devyour your Kiſſes with my hungry taſte ! 

Ruſh on you ! Eat you ! wander o'er each part, 
Raving with pleaſure, ſnatch you to my heart y 
Then hold you off, and gaze ! then, with new rage, 
Invade you, till my Conſcious Limbs preſape. 
Torreats of Joy, which all their Banks o*er flow ! 
So 19% © het, as 1, but then could know ! 


45 


[ She frowns+ 


---- jealons, [Giving bim ber Hand, 


iv. - me cauſe no more -: 
.2acer atter, than before, 
i& £4,.5 my jealouſte 
| »© 7.241. $ the eaſtelt parting) die. 
4 / i ec! 
A-: .- *My 5ou] ! 0 
Ind. -—-——My AN that Heav®n can give! __ 
Deith.'s Life wich you + without you, Death to live. 
To them Arimant haſtily. 
Arim,. Oh, we are Inſt, beyond all humane Aid ! 
The Cittadel is t5 Morar betray'd. | 
The 1 raitor $1.) the Treaſon, know too late z 
The falſe Abas .cliver'd up ine Gate : ; 
Evn, white « ipcat, rc ©.ompaſs'd round with Fate. 
The Valiant cavuot fight, or Coward flte z 
But both vadiſtinguillrd Crouds mult die. 


» 


5 


fo | JURENGEZEBE: Or 
Aur. Then my Prophetick fears are come to paſs - 
| Morat was always bloudy ; now, he's baſe : 


- And has ſo far in Uſurpation gone, 
He will by Parricide ſecure the Throne, 


To them the Emperor. 


Emp. Aml forſaken, and betray'd, by all ? 
"Not one brave Man dare, with a Monarch, fall ? 
Then, welcome Death, to cover my Diſgrace ; 
1 would not live to Reign o'er ſuch a Race. | 
My Aurenge-Zebe ! [Seeing Aurenge-Zebe. 
Burt thou no more art mine ; my cruelty , 
Has quite deltr-y'd the Right I had in thee, 
I have been baſe, | 
- Baſe, ev'n to him from whom I did receive, 
All that a Son could = a Farent five 
Behold me puniſt'd ia the ſelf-ſame kird, 
Tit ungratefvl deer a more ungratetu find, 
Aur. Accuſe your ſelf no more ; you «vuld not be 
Ungrateful : could permit no Cririe to me. 
I only mourn my yet uncancell*d ſcore :; 
You put me paſt the pow'r of paying more, 
That, that's my grief, that I can only grieve, 
And bring but pity, where I would relieve, 
For had I yeb Ten thouſand Lives to pay, 
The mighty Sum ſhould go no other way. 
Emp. Can you forgive me, *tis not fit you ſhou'd, 
Why will you be ſo excellently good ? 
*T'w:ll ſtick too black a brand upon my name : 
The Sword is needleſs ; I ſhall die with ſhame. 
What had my Age to do with Love's delight, 
Shut out from allenjoyments but the Sight ? 
Arim. Sir, you f-rget the danger's imminent : 
This minute is not for exenſes lent, 
Emp, Diſturb m« not - 
How can my lateſt Hours be hetter ſpent ? 
To reconcile my ſelf to him is more, 
Than to r+gain al! I poſſtſs'd before. 
Empire, and Life are now not worth a Pray'r* 
His Love, alone, deſerves my dying Care, 
Aur, Fighting for you, my death will glorious be. 
Ind. Seek to preſerve your ſelf, and live for me. 
Arim. Loſe then no farther time. | 
Heav'n has inſpir'd me with a iadden Thought, 
Whence your unhop'd for ſafety may be wronght, 
Though with the hazard uf my Blood *tis bought. 
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But, ſince my Life can ne'er be fortunate, 
*Tis fo much ſorrow well redeenrd from Fate. 
You, Madam, muſt retire ; 

Your Beauty is its own ſecurity. 

And leave the condud& of the reſt to me. 

Glory will Crown my Life, if I ſucceed; 

If not, ſhe may afford to love me dead. 

Aur. My Father's kind, and Madam, you forgive : 
Where Heay'n ſo pleas'd, I now could wiſh to live. 
And, I ſhall live. | 

With Glory, and. with Love, at once I burn : 
I feel th' inſpiring heat, and abſent God return. 


1 


W-/712 


[Exeunt, 


ACT 


Indamora atoze. 


hy 


HE m_ ſeems doubled with the fear ſhe brings, 

And gerThe Cittzdel new ſpreads her wings, 
—- 4%ſhe Morte, 45 miſtzker, turns about, | 

Ard ail ter early (£5 afA1n ge nm. | 

Show: Gries, nd Groans. firit pierce my Ears, and then 1 

A tj4 h oi Ltilicning draws the guilty Scene, 

And ſhews me Arms, and Wounds, and Dying Men. 5 

Ah, ſhould my Aurenge-Zebe be fighting there, 

And enviims Winds diſtinguiſh'd to my Ear, [ 

His dying Groans, and his laſt aWents bear. \ 


Z To her Morat attended. 
Mor. The bloudy bus'neſs of the Night is done, 
And, in the Citcadel, an Empire won. 
Our Swords ſo wholly did the Fates employ, 
That they, at length, grew weary to deſtroy : 
Refus'd the work we brought ; and, ont of Breath, 
Made Sorrow and Deſpair attend for Death. 
But what of al} my Conqueſt can I boaſt ? 
My haughty Pride, before your Ezes, is loſt : 
And Victor but gains me to preſent _ 
That Homage which our Eaſtern Worid has ſent. 
1nd. Your Victory, alas, begets my fears ; 
Can you not then Triumph without my Tears ; 
Reſolve me ; (for you kne'» my deſtiny, 
" Aurenge-Zebe's) ſay, do I live, or die ? 
Mor. Urg'd by my Love, 5; hop® of Empire fir'd : 
Tis true; 1 have perforn.'4 war boto requi'd. - 


What Fate decreed, for when great Souls are giv'n, 
They bear the marks of Soy'reignty from Heav?n, 
My Elder Brothers my fore-runners came ; 
Rovgh dravghts of Nature, ill-deſign'd and Lame. 
Blown off, like Bloſſoms never made to bear ; 
Till | came, finiſh'd ; her laſt labour'd Care. 
1;d, This Prologue leads to your ſucceeding Sin : 
Bloud ended what Ambition did begin. 
Mor. *T was rumor'd, but by whom I cannot telL 
My Father *ſcap'd from out the Cittadel, 
My Brother too may live. 
Ind, He may. 
Mor. He muſt : 
{-kilFd him not, anda leſs Fate's unjuſt. 
Heav'n owes it me, that I may fill his Room 
A Pkcenix-Lover, riling from his Tomb. 
In whom you'll loſe your Sorrows for the Dead ; 
More warm, more fierce, and fitter for your Bed. 
Ind. Should I from Aurenge-Zebe my Heart divide, e 


To Love a Moniter, and a Parricide ? 
Thcſe Names your ſwelling Titles cannot hide. 
Severe Decrees may keep our Tongues in awe - 
But to our Thoughts, what Edi& can give Law ? 
Ev'n you your ſelf, to your own Breaſt, ſhall tell 
Your Crimes : and your own Conſcience be your Hell. 
Mor. What bus'neſs has my- Conſcience with a Crown 2? 
She links in pleaſires, and in Bowls will drown, 
Tf Mirth ſkonld fail, I'll buſie her with Cares : 
Silence her Clamorous Voice with londer Wars : 
Trumpets and Drums ſhall fright her from the Throne, 
As ſounding Cymbals aid the lab%uring Moon, 
114. RepelPFd by theſe, more eager ſhe will grow ; 
Spring back more ſtrongly chan a Scythian Bow : 
Amidſt your Train, this unſeen Judge will wait ; 
Examine how you came by all your State. 
Upbraid your impious Pomp ; and, in your Ear, 
Will holiow, Rebel, Tyrant, Murderer, 
Your ill got Fow'r, wan Looks and Care ſhall bring - 
Known but by Diſcontent to be a King. 
Of Crouds atraid, yet anxious when alone; 
You'll it and brood your Sorrows on a Throne. 
Aor, Birth-right's a vulgar road to Kingly ſway z 
*T'is every dull-got Elder Brother's way. 
Dropt from above, he lights into a Throne z 
Grows of a piece with that be (its upon, - 
Heay?ns choice, a low, inglorious, rightful Drone. ; 


But 
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But who by force a Scepter does obtalh, / 
Shows he can Govern that which he could gain, 
Right comes of courſe, whateer he was betore; 
Murder and Uſurpation are no more. 
[39, By your own Laws you ſuch Dominion make ; 
As ev'ry ſtronger Pow'r has right to take; :..... 1 " DIR 
And Parricide will ſo deform your Name, "9 
That diſpoſſeſſing you will give a claim. 
Who next Uſurps, will a:juſt Prince appear ; 
So much your ruin will his Reign endear. 
Mor, 1 without guilt would mount the Royal Seat; 
But yet 'tis neceſſary to be Great, 
Ind, All Greatneſs is in Virtue under ſtood : 
'Tis only neceſſary to be good. 
Tell me, what 1s't at which great Spirits aim, 
What moſt your ſelf deſire ? 
Mor. Renown, and Fame, 
And Pow'r, as uncontrouPd as is my Will, 
Ind. How you confound deſires of Good and Ill! 
For true Renown 1s ſtill with Virtue joyn'd. 

But luſt of Pow'r lets looſe the.unbridPd Mind. .;, | 
Yours is a Soul irregularly Great, | 
Which wanting Temper, yet abounds with heat : © 
So ſtrong, yet ſo unequal Pulſes beat. 

As Sun which does through Vapours dimly ſhine : 
What pity 'tis you are not all Divine ! y 
New molded, thorough Lighten'd, and a Breaſt 
So pure, to bear the laſt ſevereſt Teſt. | | 
Fit to Command an Empire you ſhould gain 
By Virtue, and without a Bluſh to Reign, 
Mor. You ſhow me ſomewhat I neer learnt before ; 
But *tis the diſtant proſpec&of a Shore, 
Doubtful in Miſts ; which, like enchanted Ground, 
Flies from my Sight, before'tis fully found, 

1:4. Dare to be Great, without a guilty Crown 5 
View it, and lay the bright Temptation down. . 
'Tis baſe to ſeize on all, becauſe you may ; 

That's Empire, that which I can give away. 
There's joy- when to wild Will you Laws preſcribe, 
When you bid Fortune carry back her Bride.., 

A joy, which none but greateſt Minds can taſte ; 

A Fame which will to endleſs Ages laſt, 

Mor. Renown, and Fame, in vain,: I courted long ; 
And ſtill purſu'd” em, though directed wrong. on 

la hazard, and in toils, I h6ard they lay ; | | 
Saild farther than the Coalt, but _— my ways _ ny: 
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84 AURENGEZEBE: Or, 


Now you have given m> Virtue for my guide; 
- Ard, with true Honour, ballaſted my Pride, 
Unjuſt Dominion I no more purſue; 
J quit all other claims but thoſe to you, 
Ind. Oh be notuſt to halfs ! pay all you owe : 
Think there's a debt t lefinda too, 
To leave no blemiſh on'Your after-Life ; 
Reward the Virtue of a ſuffring Wife, 
Mor. To love once palt, I cannot backward move; 
Call yeſterday again, and I may Love, 
"Twas not for nothing I the Crown reſjgn'd ; 
I ſtill muſt own a Mercenary Mind : | 
I 1a this venture, double Hpins purſue, ; 
And laid out all my ſtock to purchaſe you. 


To them Aſaph Chan. 


Now, what ſucceſs ? Does Aurenge-Zebe yet live ? 
Aſaph. Fortune has giv'n you all that ſhe can give, 
Your Brother | 
AMor.-—— Hold ; thou ſhew'ſt an impious joy, 
And think'{ I {till take pleaſure to deſtroy : 
Know, I am chang'd, and would not have him ſlain, 
Aſaph. *Tis paſt ; and you deſire his Life in vain, 
He prodigal of Soul, ruſf'd on the ſtroke 
Of lifted Weapons, and did Wounds provoke. 
In ſcorn of Night, he would not be conceal'd;. 
His Souldiers where he fought his Name reveal'd. 
In thickeſt Crouds ſtill Aurenge-Zebe did ſound :. | 
The vaulted Roofs did Aurenge-Zebe rebound, . 
Till late, and'in his Fall, the Name was drown'd. / 
Ind, Whither that Hand which brought him to his Fate, 
And blaſted be the Tongue which did relate, | 
Aſaph. His Body 
AMor; ——Ceaſe to inhanſe her miſery : 7 RY ge 
Pity the Queen, and ſhow reſpect to me. 
"Tis every Painters Art to hide from ſight, 
And'eaſt in ſhades, what ſeen would not delight. | 
Your grief, in me ſuch Sympathy has bred, [To ber. 
I mourn ; and wiſh I could recal the dead. "Hap 
Love ſoftens me ; and blows up Fires, which paſs 
Through my Tough Heart, and melt the ſtubborn Maſs. 
Id. Break Heart ; or Choak, with Sobs, my hated Breath z 
Do thy own work : admitno foreign Death 
Alas ! Why do I make this uſeleſs moan ? 
Em dead already, for my Sout is gone, " 
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To them Mir Baba, | 

Mir. What Tongue the terror of this Night can tell, 
Within, without, and round the Cittadel ! 
A new form'd FaQtion does your Pow'r oppoſe ;* 
The Fight's confus'd, and all who mect are Foes. 
A Second clamour from the Town, we hear ; " 
And the far noiſe ſo lond, it drowns the near. 
Abas, who ſeenvd our Friend, is either fled ; 
Or, what we fear, our Enemies does head. 
Your frighted Souldiers ſcarce their- ground maintain. 

Mor. I thank their fury ; we ſhall figiis again - 
They-rouze my rage ; Pm eager to ſubdue » *© 
'Tis fatal to with-hold my Eyes from you. [Exit with th: two Omrals. 

Enter Meleſinda. : 

el, Can Miſery no place of ſafety know ? 
The noiſe purſues me whereſocer I go, 
- AS Fate ſought only ms, and where fled, 
Aim'd all its Darts at my Devured Head, 
And let it ; 1am now paſt care of Life ; 
The laſt of Women ; an abandon'd Wife. | 

In; Whether Deſign or Chance has brought you here, c 


__ 


I ſtand obhg'd to Fortune or to Fear. . 
Jeak Women ſhould, in danger, herd like Deer, 
But ſay, fretazhence this new Combuſticn ſprings ? 
Ar* there ye! more Morat's ? more fighting Kings ? 
et, Him from his Mother's Love your Eyes divide, 
And now her Arms the.cruel ſtrife decide. .. 
In4, What ſtrange misfortunes my vex'd Life attend ? 
Death wil! be kind and all my Sorrows end, | 
If Nourmabal yrevail, I know my Fate. 
Mel. I pity, az my own, your hard Eſtate ; 
But what can my weak Charity afford ? | 
I have no longer Intreſt in my Lord : 
Nor in his Mother, He : ſhe owns her hate 
Aloud, and would her ſelf uſurp the State. 
Ind. Pm ſtapii'd with Sorrow, paſt relicf 
Of Tears, parch'd up, and wither'd with my griet. 
Mel. Dry mourniny, will decays more deadly bring, 
As a North Wind burns a too forward Spring, oY 
Give Serrow vent, and let the Sluces go. 
Ind. My Tears are all CongeaPd, and will not flow. 
Mel. Have Comfort ; yield not to the blows of Fate.” 
Ind. Comfort, like Cordials after death, comes late. 
Name not fo yain a word ; my hopes are fled: | - 
Think your Morat were kind, and think him dead.' 
Me}, I Can no Noreen" | 


0 
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Can no more Arguments for Comfort find : | 
Your boding Wards have quite oterwhelnrd my Ming. , 
[Clattering of Weapons within, 

[zd, The noiſe increaſes, -as the Billows roar.. 

When rolling from afar, they threat the Shore. 

She comes ; and feeble Nature now I find 

Shrinks back in danger, and forſakes my Mind. 

{ wiſh to Die, yet dare not Death endure ; 

Deteſt the Med*cine, yet deſire the Cure - 

{ would have Death ; bug. mild, and at Command : 

1 dare .not truſt him in anthers hand, 

In Nourmaba/s, he u ould rot mine appear ! 

Byt arm'd with Terror, , and diſguis'd with, Fear. 
Me.” Beyond this place you can have no retreat : 

Stay here, and I the Danger wull repeat. 

[ tear not "Death, becauſe my Life | hate : 

And envious Death will ſhun th? unfortunate. 
1,4, You mult not venture. * , 
Mel. Let me: 1 may do 5 oY 

My felt a kindneſs, in obliging you. ,., 

In your lov'd Name, I'll ſeek. my angry Lord ; 

And beg your ſafety from his conqu'ring Sword : 

S9 his prote&ion all your Fears will caſe, 2 

And [ ſhall ſte him once, and ngt diſpleaſe.”, $0 [Frg, 
Ind, O wretched Queen: ' what Pow'r oY Life can fave ? | 

A Stranger, and Unfriended, ang a Slave! . 


Enter Nourmabal, Zaydi, and Abas, with Soldiers. 
Alas, ſhe's here! ' 
[Indamora withdraws to the iyner part of the Scene. 

Noar, Heartleſs they fought, and Sutra pon © their ground. 
Woaile ours with cafie Vi&tory Were'Crown'd 
To you, Abas, my Life and Empire too, 
And, what's yet dearer, my Revenge, 1 Owe. 

bas, The vain Morat, by his own raſhneſs wrotght, 
To9 ſoon diſcover his ambitious thought. 
Belicv'd me his, becauſe ſpoke him fair, 
. And pitci”d his Head into the ready ſnare. 
Hence *twas I did his Troops at. firſt admit , 
But ſuch, whoſe numbers could no fears beget. 
By thee): the Emperor's Party firſt] flew, 
Tien turn'd my: Arms the Vietors to ſubdue. 

Tvour, Now let the head- -ſtrong Boy my. Will controul 
Virtue's no Slave of Man ; no Sex confines the Soul : 
7. for my ielf, ty [mperial, Sc eat will gain, : 
And he ſhall wait my Jeiſufe for his Reign. 

Ar *enge-Z:be is no where to be found. 
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And now perhaps in Death's cold Arms he lies: 
I fought, and Conquer'd, yet have loſt the Prize, 


Zays, The chance of War determin'd well the ſtrife, 


That .ack'd you, 'twixt the Loyer and the Wife, 
He's dead, whoſe Love had ſully'd all your Reign, 
And made you Empreſs of the World in vain, 


Nour, No ; I my Pow'r and Pleaſure would divide : 


The Drudge had quench'd my Flames, and then had Dy'd. 


I rage, to think without that Bliſs I live ; 
Thar I could wiſh what Fortune would not give ; 
But, what Love cannot, Vengeance muſt ſupply ; 
She, who bereav'd me of his Heart ſhall die. 

Zayd. I'll ſearch, far diſtant hence ſhe cannot be. 


This fatal Hclen who can Wars inſpire, | 
Make Kings her Slave, and ſet the World on fire. 
My Husband lock*d his Jewel'from my view : 

Or durſt not ſet the falſe one by the true, 


Re-enter Zayda leading Indamora. 


Zayd. Your frighted Captiye, &er ſhe dies receive 


Her Soul's juſt going elſe, witlovt your leave. 
Nour. A fairer Creature did my Eyes ncer fee ! 

Sure ſhe was *:-: m'd'by Reav'ri in ſpite to me ! 

Some Angel C >,*d. while I ſlept, each Grace, 

And molded <v'ry Fcature nom my Face. 

Such Majeſty does from her Forehead rife, 

Her Cheeks ſuch Bluſhes cait, ſuch Rays her Eyes, 

Nor I, nor Envy, can a blemiil. find. 

The Palace is, without, too well delign'd ; 

Condutt me in, for I will view thy Mind. 

Speak, it thou haſt a Sov], that I may ſee, 


Ind, My Tears and Miſeries muſt plead my Cauſe ; 


My Words, the terror of your Preſence awes - 
Mortals, in ſight of. Angels, mute become z 
The nobler N#ure, ſtrikes th' inferior damb. 


Nour. The Palm is, by the Foes confeſſion, mine ; 


But 1 diſdain, what baſely you reſign. 
Heav'n did, by me, the outward Model build - 


Its inward work, the Soul, with rubviſh filld. 


Yet; Oh; th' imperfe& piece moves more delight ; 


'Tis gilded o'er with Youth, to«catch the ſight. 
The Gods have poorly robb'd my Virgin bloom, 
And what I am by what I was o'ercome. 
Traitreſs, reſtore my Beauty and my Charms. 
Nor ſteal my Conqueſts with -my proper Arms, 


1 [. Going tn, | 
Nour. This wondrous Maſter-Piece I fain would ſee z hee he 


ef 


[To ber. 
[Kneeling. 
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Ind. What have I done, thus to inflame your hate? \ 
I am not guilty but unfortunate. 

Nour. Not guilty, when thy looks my pow'r betray, | 
Seduce Mankind, my Subje&t, from my Sway, £ 
Take all my Hearts and all my Eyes away ? 

My Husband firſt, but that 1 could forgive : 

He only mov'd, and talk'd, but did not live, 

My Aurenge-Zebe, for I dare own the name, 

'The glorious Sin, and the more glorious flame. 

"Him, from my Beauty, have thy Eyes miſled, 

And ſtarv'd the joys of my expetted Bed, © 
Ind. His Love, ſo ſought, he's happy that he's dead. 

O had I courage but to meet my Fate ; 

That fhorr dark paſſage to a future ſtate. 

T hat melancholy Riddle of a Breath. | 

Nour. That ſomething, or that nothing, after Death : 

Take this, and teach thy ſelf. | [Giving 4 Dagger. 

In4. Alas! 

Nour, -——-Why doſt thou ſhake ? * 

Diſhonour not the Vengeance l deſign'd : * 
A Queen, and own a baſe Plebian Mind ! 
Let it drink deer in thy moſt vital part : 
Strike home, and do me reaſon in thy heart. 
1:4, i care not, 
Nour. -Do't, while I ſtand by and ſee, 
At my full guſt, without the drudgery 
I love a Foe, who dares my ſtroke prevent, 
. Who gives me the full Scene of my content. 
Shows me the flying SouPs convullive ſtrife, 
And all the anguiſh of departing Life. 
Difdain my Mercy, .and my Rage defie ; /- 
Curſ-.me with thy laſt Breath ; and make me ſee, © 
-. .-.£ worthy to have Rival'd me. 


7-/, nh, Ideſire to die, but dare nor yet : 
<7. 24 ſome reſpite, PIl diſcharge the debt. 
Vir wy Aurenge-Zebe I would not live. 
-,  :2e. Thine, Traitreſs! thine ! that word has wing'd thy Fate, 
*7.-- 2T me paſt the tedious forms of Hate. 
=: thee with ſuch eagerneſs and haſte, 
\: -- <nds, let looſe, would lay all Nature waſte. 


':-damora'runs back, as Nourmahal is running to ber, Claſhing of 


beard within, 
ield, y're o'er power'd : reſiſtance is in vain. 
ea Death's my Choice : ſubmiſſion I diſdain. 


Swords 1s 


CWithin. 
(Within, 


ire, you Slaves : Ah whither does he run [At the Door. 


+. vcrds ? Diſfarm, but Save my Son. 


Entey 


Us $3 fs 3; 0 L 
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Enter Morat ſtaggering, and upheld by Souldiers.. 


Mor, She.Lives ! and I ſhallſee her once again! 
{ have not thrown away my Life in vain. 
LC atches hold of Indamora's Gown, and falls by ber, She fits; 
I can no more ; yet, ev'n in Death, I find 
My fainting Body Byaſs'd by my Mind. 
[ fall toward you, ſtill my contending Soul 
Points to your Breaſt, and trembles to its Pale, 


To them Meleſinda, baſtily, caſting ber ſelf on the other /ige of Morat. 


Mel. Ah wo, wo, wo! the worſt of woes I find, 
Live ſtil] : Oh Live, ev'n to be unkind, .. 
With half ſhut Eyes he ſeeks the doubtful day ; 
But, ah ! he bends his ſight another way. 
He faints / and in that Sight his Soul is gone ; 
Yet Heaven's unmov'd, yet Heav'n looks careleſs on. 
Nour. Where are thoſe Pow*rs which Monarchs ſhould defend ? 
Or do they vain Authority pretend, 
O're humane Fates, anOtheir weak Empire ſhow, 
Which cannot guard their Images below ? 
If, as their Image, he was not Divine, 
T vey ought to have reſpeRted him as mine. 
PII waken them with my Revenge ; and ſhe. 
T heir [n/2morg {hal my Victim be,. 
4 1 ah:1cts 22avin fhall mourn in valh, like me. | : 
is g- +3 to tab Indamora, Morat raiſes himſelf, and hold ber hand. 


725 "re WE, 


V. | + with Heay*n this wretched ſtrife, 

Pu.. - 46 of Heay'ns own Gift, frail Life. 

Thi 0 41 n my ambitious Spirit ſwell'd, 

See by ©. 13k a Tenure It was held ! 

I only ſtay :- ve the Innocent : /6: 

Oh envy no {1 Soul its laſt content, £4 
Ind. Nc, let mc die ; Pm doubly ſummon'd now ; 4 


Ficſt, by iny Aurenge-Zebe ;, and, ſince, by you. 
My Soul grows hardv, 74 can Death endure : 


Your Convoy makes che anger us way ſecure, y 
Mel, Let me, at leaſt a Funeral Marriage Crave ; "7h 
No: gradge ry cold Embraces in the Grave, | "i 


I ave £0 jaſe a Title in the ſtrife - 

By me, unhappy me, be lo; his Life. | 
I calPd kim hither ; *twas my tatal Breath ; | "I 8 
And 1 the 5:reech Owl that Proclaim'd his Death. [Shouts within, | p "1g; 
. Abas, What new Alarms are theſe ? PIL haſt and ſee,” [Exir, : 


60 AURENGE-ZEBE: Or, 


Nour. Look up, and Live : an Empire {hall be thine, 
Afor. That I contemn'd, ev'en when 1 thought it mine, 
Oh, I muſt yield to my hard Deſtintes, | To Indamora, 
And muſt for ever ceaſe to ſee your Eyes. 
Az, Ah, turn your fight to me,my deareſt Lord ! 
Can you not one, one parting Loot afford 2? 
Ev'n ſo unkind in Death ? but 'ti- in vain ; 
I loſe my Breath, and to the W «is cc: plain ; 
Yet 'tis a5 much in vain your cruel Sccrn 
STIL I can Love, without this laſt ret'r:. 
Nor Fate, nor you, can my vow*' taith controul ? 
Dying, III follow your diſdainful Sout - | 
A Ghoſt, Il haunt your Ghoſt ; and, where you go, 
With mournful Murmurs fill the Plains below. 
Mor. Be happy, AMeie/inda, ceaſe to grieve, 
And, for a more deſerving Husband, Live : 
Can you forgive me ? 
Mel. Can 1 ! Ohimy Heart ! 
Have I heard one kind word before 1 pait ? 
I can, I can forgive : is that a task 
To love, like mine ? Are you ſo good to ask ? 
One KiſS——©Ohb 'tis too great a Bleſling this; [Kiſſes him, 
I would not live to violate the. Bliſs. 


| Re-enter Abas. ; 
Abas. Some envious Devil has ruin'd us yet more : 
The Fort's revolted to the Emperour ; 
The Gates are open'd, the Portcullis drawn ; 
And deluges of Armies from the Town 
Come pow'ring in: I heard the mighty flaw, 
When firſt it broke ; the Crowding Eniigns ſaw, 
Which Choak'd the paſſage ; and, (what leaſt I fear'd,) 
The waving Arms of Aurenge-Zebe appear'd. , 
Diſplay'd with your Merat's. | 
In eitker's Flag the Golden Serpents bear, 8 


Erected Creſts alike, like Volumes rear, 
And mingle Friendly hiſlings in the Air. 
Their Troops are joyw'd, and our deſtruction nigh, 
Nour. *Tis vain to fight, and I diidain to flie. 

Pl mock the Triumphs which our Foes intend ; 
And, ſpite of Fortune, make a glorious end. 
In pois'nous Draughts my Liberty PII find : 
And from the Nauſeous World ſet free my Mind, [Exit, 

At the other end of the Stage, Enter Aurenge-Zebe, Dianet, and Attendants, 

: Aurenge-Zebe turns back, and ſpeaks, entring, 

Aur, The Lives of all, who ceaſe from Combat, ſpare ; 

My Brothers be your moſt peculiar Care : : 
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Our impious uſe no longer ſhall obtain; 
Brothers, no more; by Brothers; ſhall be ſlain, 
Ha ! do I Dream ? is this my hop'd ſucceſs ? —_—— _— 
I grow a'Statue, ſtiff, and motionleſs, 
Look, Dianet ;, for I dare not truſt theſe Eyes ; 
They Dance in Mis, and dazle with ſurprize. 
Dia. Sir, *tis 2orat ;, Dying 'he ſeems, or dead : 
And Indamorg's Hand | 
Aur. -Supports his Head | 
Thou ſhalt not break yet Heart, nor ſhall ſhe know 
My inward Torments, by my outward Show ; 
To let her ſee -my weakneſs were too baſe ; , 
Diſſembled Quiet fit upon my Face : 
My Sorrow to my Eyes no paſlage find, 
But let it inward ſink, and drown my Mind. 
Falſhood ſhall want its Triumph : I begin 
To ſtagger ; but PI prop my ſelf within, 
The ſpacious Tow'r no ruin ſhall diſcloſe, _ 
Till down, at once, the mighty Fabtick goes. 
Ay. In ſign that I Die yours, reward my Love, 
And ſeal my Paſſport to the Bleſs'd above. 
Ind, Oh ſtay ; or take me with you when you go : 
There's nothing now worth living for below, 
Moy. I leave you not ; for-my expanded Mind 
Grows up to Heay*n,-while it-to you is joyn'd.: 
Not quitting, but enlarg'd ! A blazing Fire, 
Fed fror: the Brand. 
Mel. Ah me! he's gone ! I Die! 
Ind, —-— Oh diſmal day ! 
Fate, thon haſt raviſ'd my laſt hope away. | 
O Heav'n ! my Aurenge-Zebe—n—— - [She turns, and ſees Aurenge-Zebe 
W hat ſtrange ſurprize / ſtanding by her, and ſtarts. 
Or does my willing Mind delude my Eyes. | 
And ſhows the Figure always preſent there ? : 
. Or liv'ſt thou? am I Bled, and ſee thee here ? 
. Aur. My Brother's Body ſee convey'd with care, 
Where ve may Royal Sepulture prepare. 
With ſpeed to Meleinda bring relief: 
_Recal her Spirits, and moderate her Grief —— 
7 go, to take For ever from your view 
Both the loy'd Obje&, and the hated too. 


[S:ghing. 


FT79 Indamora. 


CKijſing ber Hand. 


[Dres, 
[Swoons, 


[Turning from her to his 
Attendants, & 


[ Half turning to Indamora. 


[Gommg:away after th Bodies, which are carried off. 
- Ind, Hear me; yet think not that I beg your ſtay, - . - [Laying hold of bir, 


{ will be heard, and after take your way, | 
| K Go; 


Go, but your late Repentance ſhall be vaig. 


[CHe ſtruggles ſtill, She lets bim go. 
CTurning away.. 


PII never ſee your Face again. 
Aur, Madam, I know whatever you can fay - 
You might be pleas'd not to command my ſtay, 
All tk.ings are yet diſorder'd in the Fort ; 
I muſt crave leave your Audience may be ſhort; 
Ind. You need not fear I ſhall detain you long ;. 
Yet you may tell me your pretended wrong. ' 
Aur. 1s that the bus neſs, then my ſtay is vain. 
Ind, How are you injur d ? 
Aur, When did I complain ? 
Ind. Leave off your forc'd Reſpe&t— 
And ſhow your Rage in its moſt furious form : 
I'm arm'd with Innocence to brave the Storm, 
You heard, perhaps, your Brother's laſt deſire ; 
And after jaw him in my Arms expire, 
Saw me, with Tears, ſo great a loſs bemoan -- 
Heard me complaining my laſt hopes were gone. 
Aur, Oh ſtay, and take me with you when ygu g0,. 
There's nothing now worth liviag for below, 
Unhappy Sex ! whoſe Beauty is your ſnare ; 
Expos'd to Trials ;. made too frail to. bear. 
I grow a Fool, and ſhow my Rage again : 
*Tis Nature's fault z and why fhould I complain ? 
Ind. Will you yet hear me ? 
Aur, —Yes, till you relate 
What powerful Motives did your change create. 
You thought me dead, and prudently did weigh, | 
Tears were but in vain, odd | brought but Youths decay, 
Lhen, in Morat, your hopes a Crown deſign'd ;, 
And all the Woman work'd within your Mind. 
1 Rave again, and to my Rage return, 
'To be again ſubje&ed to your ſcorn. | 
Ind. ] wait till this long ſtorm be over-blown. 
Aur, I'm conſcious of my folly : I have done. 
} cannot rail ; but ſitently ll grieve. 
How did I truſt ! and how did you deceive | 
On, Arimant; would I had dy'd for thee / 
1 dearly buy thy generoſity. 
Ind. Alas! is he then dead? 
. ur; — Unknown to me. - | 
He took my Arms; and while 1 forc'd my way, | 
Throvgh Troops of Foes, which did our paſlage ſtay, 
My Buckler o'er my aged Father caſt, 
Still fighting, {till defending as I palt. 
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The noble Arimant vſurp'd my Name; 


Fought, and took from me, while he gaveme, Fame, 


To Aurenge-Zebe, he made his Soldiers cry, 
And ſeeing not, where he heard danger nigh, 
Shot, like a'Star, through the benighted Sky. 
A ſhort, but mighty Aid : at length he fell, 
My own Adventures, *twere loſt time to tell. 
Or how my Army entring in the Night, 
Surpriz'd our Foes ; the dark diforder'd Fight. 
How my appearance, and my Father ſhown, 
Made Peace ; and all the rightful Monarch own. 
I've ſamm'd it briefly, fince it did relate 
Th unwelcome ſafety of the Man you hate. 

| Ind. As briefly will Iclear my Innocence + 
Your alter'd Brother Dy'd. in my defence, 
Thoſe Tears you ſaw, that tenderneſs I ſhow'd, 
Were juſt effets of Grief and Gratitude. 
, He Dy'd my Convert. | 

Aur. But your-Lover too : 
I heard his Words, and did your A&ions view. 
You ſeem'd to mourn another Lover dead : 
My Sighs you gave him, and my Tears you ſhed. 
But worſt of all, | 
Your Gratitude for his defence was ſhown : 
It proy'd you valu'd Life when I was gone. 
Ind. Not that I valu'd Life ; but fear'd to Die : 

Think that my weakneſs, not inconſtancy. 


Aur. Fear ſhow*'d you doubted of your own intent, 


And ſhe who doubts becomes leſs innocent. 

Tell me not you could fear ; 

Fear's a large Promiſer, who ſubje&t live 

To that baſe Paſſion, know not what they give. 

No circumſtance of Grief you did deny ; 

And what could ſhe give more who durſt not Dye? 
Ind. My Love, my Falth. | 
Aur, Both fo adultrate grown, 

When mix'd with fear, they never could be known. 

I wiſh no ill might her I love befall ; _ 

But ſhe ne'er lov'd, who durſt not venture all. 

Her Life and Fame ſhould my concernment be ; 

But ſhe ſhould only be afraid for me. 


Ind. My Heart was yours ; but, Oh ! you left it here, 


Abandon'd to thoſe Tyrants, Hope and Fear : 
If they forc'd from me one kind Look or Word, 
Could you not that, not that ſmall part afford ? 


K 2 


Aur, 
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Azuy, If you had lov'd, you nothing yours could call': 
Giving theleaſt of mine, you gave him all. 

True Loves a Miſer, ſo tenacious grown : 

He weighs to the leaſt grain of what's his own. 
More delicate than Honour's niceſt Sence : 
Neither to give nor take the leaſt offence, 

With, or without you, I can kiave no Ref : 
What ſhall I do ! yare lodg'd within my Brealt. 

Your Image never will be thence diſplac'd ; 
© But there it lies, ſtabb'd, mangld, and defac'd. 

Iad. Yet, toreſtore the quiet of your heart, 

There's one way left. | LY 

Aar. Oh name it. 

Ind.-——Tis to part. 

Since pertect Bliſs with me you cannot prove, 
I ſcorn to bleſs by halves the Man 1 Love. _. 

Aur. Now you diſtra& me more : ſhall then the day, 
Which views my Triumphs, ſee our Loves decay ? 
Muſt I new bars to my own joy.create ? 

Refuſe, my ſelf, what I had forc'd from Fate ? 
What though I am not lov'd ? 
Reaſon's nice Taſte does our Delights deſtroy - 
' Brutes are more bleſs'd, who groſly feed on Joy. 
E:4, Such endleſs jealouſies your Love purſue, 
{ can no more be fully bleſsd than you, 
therefore go, to free us both from pain, _ 
I priz'd your Perſon, but your Crown diſdain.” 
Nay, ev'n my own 
I giveit you: for ſince I cannot call,* 
Your Heart my Snbject, F'Il not Reign at all. | 

Awr, Go : though thou leav'ſt me tortur'd on the Rack, 
*Twixt Sh2me and Pride, I cannot call thee back. 

She's guiltleſs, and I ſhould ſubmit ; but Oh! - 


When ſhe exaQts it, can I ſtoop ſo low ! | 

Yes ; for ſhe's guilrleſs ; -but ſhe's havghty £00. 

Great Sonls long fruggle &cr they own a Crime : 

She's gone ; and icaves me no repenting time. 

El call her now ; ſure, if ſhe loves, ſhe'll ſtay ; | 
Linger atleaſt, or not go far away. [Locks to the Door, and returns, 
For ever Joir, and I repent too late, 4 

My joolife Pride would ſermy whele Eſtate, ' © 

7111, at one throw, 1 loſt all back ro Fate, ( 


To Lim the Emperour, drawing in Indamora, Attendants. - 


_ Erop, It mult not be, that he, by whom we live, 
560% 19 advantige of his Gift receive. 
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Should he be wholly wretched ? he alone, 
In this bleſs*d day, a day fo much his own ? 
I have not quitted yet a Vittor's right ; 
PII make you happy in your own deſpight. 
I Love you {till ; and if I ſtruggle hard 
To give, it ſhows the worth of the reward. 
Ind, Suppoſe he has o*rcome; muſt I find place 
Among his Conquer®d Foes, and ſue for Grace ? 


£To Indamofa, 


 Bepardon'd, and confeſs I lov'd-not well ? 


What though none-live my Innocence to tell ? 

I know it : Truth may own a gen'rous Pride : 

I clear my ſelf, and care- for none beſide, | 
Aur. Oh, Indamora, you would break my Heart ! 

Could you reſolve, on any terms to part 2? 

E thought your Love Eternal: was it ty'd 

So-looſly, that a Quarrel could divide ? 

I grant that my ſuſpicions were unjuſt, 

But would you leave me for a ſmall diſtruſt ? 

Forgive thoſe fooliſh words —-—- 

They were the froth my raging fully move, 

When it boil'd up : I knew nor then I lov'd ; 

Yet then lov'a moſt, | | 
Ind, To Aur.J You would but half be bleſt! [Giving her Hand, ſmiling! 
Aur, Oh as but oy -., 

My eager Love : Tl give my ſelf the Lie. 

The very hope is a full happineſs ; 

Yet ſcanty meaſures what 1 ſhall poſſeſs. 

Fancy 1t {elf ev'n in enjoyment, is, | 

But a dumb Judge, . 2nd cannot tell its Bliſs. 

Emp. Hes Eyes a ſecret Yielding do confeſs, 

And promiſe to partake your happineſs, 

May all the Joys I did my ſelf purſue, 

Be rais'd by her, and multiplrd on you. 


A Proceſſion of Prieſts, Slaves following, and laſt 
Meleſinda in White. | 


[Kneeling to ber, 


Ind. Alas! what means this Pomp ? * 

Aur. *Tis the Proceſſion of a Funeral Vow, 
Which cruel Laws to Indian Wives allow. 
When fatally their Virtue they approve ; 
Chearful in Flames, and Martyrs of their Love. - 

Ind. Oh my fore-boding Heart ! tir eyent I fear 3 


And ſee ! ſad Mcle/inda does appear. | 
Mel. You wrong my Love ; what Grief do 1 betray ? 


This is the Triumph of my Nuptial day. | My 


_ 


Aad this my Rival, this the curſed ſhe. 
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My better Nuptials ; which, in ſpighr of Fate, 
For ever joyn me to my dear Morat. 
Now I am pleas'd ; my jEalouſtesare o'er, 
He's mine; and I can loſe him nov7 no more. 
Emp, Let no falſe ſhow of Fame your Reaſon blind. 
Ind, You have no right to dieg he was not kind. 
Alc. Had he been kind, I could no Love have ſhown : 
\Each vulgar Virtue would as much have done, 
My Love was ſuch, it needed no return - 
But could, though he ſupply'd no Fuel, burn. 
Rich in it ſelf, like Elemental fire, 
Whoſe pureneſs does no Aliment require. 
In vain you would bereave me of my Lord ; 
For I will Die : Die is too baſe a word. 
Vl ſeek his Breaſt, and kindling by his fide, - | 
ac with flames, 1I'1l mount a Glorious Bride. _ LEx. 
% 


Enter Nourmahal diſtraFed, with Zayda. 


Zayd, She's loſt, ſhe's loſt / but why do I complain 
For her, who generouſly did Life diſdain 7 
Poiſon'd, ſhe raves 
TH inyenom'd Body does the Soul attack ;, . 
Th? invenom'd Soul works its own Poiſon back. 
: Nour, 1burn, I more than burn; I am all fire- 


'See how my Mouth and Noſtrils flame expire. 


TI not come near my ſelf- 


"Now I'm a burning Lake, it rowls and flows ; 


PII ruſh, and pour it all upon my Foes. 


Pull,. pull that reverend piece of Timber near : 
_ Throw't on 


'tis dry *twill burn —— 
Ha! ha! How my old Husband crackles there ! 
Keep him down, keep him down, turn him about : 
I know him : he'll but whiz, and ſtrait go out. - 
Fan me, you Winds : 'what not one breath of Air ? 
I burn *em all, and yet have flames to ſpare. 


Quench me : pour on whole Rivers. *Tis in vain - 


AMorat {tands there to drive em back again. 
\Vith thoſe huge Bellows in his hands, he blows 
New fire into my Head : My Brain-pan glows. 


See, ſee ! there's Aurenge-Zebe too takes his part ; 
But he blows all his Fire into my Heart. 


Air, Alas ! Whar Fury's this ? : ; 
Nour,—— That's he, that's he! [Starting upon bim, and-catching at him. 
I know the dear Man's Voice-: 


They 
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They Kiſs; into each others Arms they run : 

Cloſe; cloſe, cloſe ! muſt I ſee, and muſt have none ? 
Thou art not hers : Give me that cager Kifs, ; 
Ingrateful ! have I loſt Aorat for this ? 


Wiil you ?——before my Face ? 
See all ; and have my Hell before I die! , 
Emp, With thy laſt Breath thon baſt thy Crimes confeſt ; 

Farewel ; and take, what thou ne'er gav'ſt me, reſt. 
But you, my Son, receive it better here : - * [Giving-bim Indamora's Hand, 
The juſt Rewards of Love and Honour wear. 
Receive the Miſtreſs you ſo long have ferv'd; 
Receive the Crown your Loyalty preſery'd. 

Take you the Reins, while ] from Cares remoye, 

And {leep within the Chariot which 1 drove. 


poor helpleſs I 
[Sinks down. 


LExeunt. 
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EPILOGUE 


2 Pretty T ask ! and ſo I told the Fool, 
Who needs would undertake to pleaſe by Rule. 
| He thought nat, if bis Charatters were good, 
The Scenes.entirc, and freed from Noiſe and Blood, 
y _ * The Aion great, yet circumſerib'd by Time, 
2 The Words not fored, but ſliding into Rbime, 
e's The Paſſion's rais'd and calm'd by juſt Degrees, 
Wa. As Tides are ſwell 'd, and then retire to Seas, 
*7 | He thought, m biting theſe, his bus'neſs done, 
F20Y Though be, perbaps, has fail'd in ev ry one. 
| But, after all, a Poet muſt confeſs, 
, His Art's like Pb /ack, but a happy "gueſs. 
þ Your Pleaſure on your 'Fancy. muſt depend: 
7 The Lady's pleasd, juſt as ſhe likes ber Friend, 
. = | * TVs Song / no Dance ! no Show ! he fears youll ſay, 
: | You Love all Naked Beauties but a Play, 
He much miſtakes your Methods to Delight ; 
' And, like the French, abbors our T arget fig bt : | - 
TY But thoſe damn'd Dogs can never be ith" robs, * 
"PL . *Truc Engliſh hate your Monſieuc's Pauliry Arts ; 
4 For you are all Silk-Weavers, m your Hearts, 
3 ky | .Zold Britans, 'at a brave Bear-Garden Fray, 
We | Ave Rouz'd : and Clatt ring Sticks,” Cry, Play, wh Play. 
"i, Mean time, your filthy Foreigner will ftare, 
i, And mutter to himſelf, Ha gens Barbare ! 
þ ALAnd, Gad, "tis weil be mutters ; well bo him ; 
Ys Our Butchers elſe would Tear bim Lim from Limb, 
v: ig | *Tis true, the time may come, your Sons may bc 
"4 S InfjeFed with rbis French Civility. 
= | | But this in after Ages will be done : 
A | Our Poet Writes a Hundred Tears too ſoon. 
Wi env This Age comes on too ſlow, or he too faſt : 
"| 
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And early Springs are ſubjett to a Blaſt ! 
» Who would excel, when few can make 8 Teſt 
A 4 et Betwixt indiff” rent Writing and the beſt ? 
4h : For, Favours cheap and common, who wou'd ftrive, 
I Which-like abandon'd Pr oftitutes, you g1Ve , 
bl : Yet ſcatter'd bere and there, I ſome behold, 
by Who can diſcern the Tinſel from the Gold. 
| T9 theſe be Writes ;, and if by then allow'd, 
ry *Tis their Prerogative torule the Crowd, 
H For he more fears, (like a preſuming Man) 
by Their Votes who cannot judge, -than theirs who can, 
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